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THE MAN WHO DARI 

By John P. RItter. 

** The Man Who Dared is one of the most inter 
told tales of the days of Robespierre's reign in Paris i 
have read .... Mr. Ritter commands the fascinate 
est of his readers throughout, and we feel like thanld 
for the production of so strongly delightful a story 
The climax is smoothly as well as thrillingly achiev 
one is quite ready to declare at its close that seldom is 
used to equal advantage for story purposes." — Boston 

^' It is thrilling of action, replete with events witl 
all should be familiar, and the spirit of the French p< 
portrayed with scrupulous accuracy." — Albany Times- 

** The story is distinctly good and shows careful s 
all its details. It deals boldly with the machination 
leaders concerned in the downfall of Robespierre, an* 
duces the tyrant himself in all the varying phases 
enigmatical character." — San Francisco Chronicle, 

'^ Critical and exciting situations are abundant, i 
whole story is artistically and powerfully wrought, 
one follows the doings of some of the Frenchmen of a • 
ago thus vividly portrayed, it becomes easier to und 
the great battle which is being waged to-day by the d 
ants of those who contended together in the days of 
pierre." — Pittsburg Times. 

" Mr. John P. Ritter's book, * The Man Who Da 
particularly interesting to those who delight in the ad 
ous, for it is composed of thrilling escapades, valiant 
unexpected escapes, and the like which make the bl( 
warmly. It details delightfully a tale of arms and tli 
and a woman whose beauty surpasses that of the sun 
moon." — Boston Courier. 

** The plot is ingenious and brilliantly developed, fo 
closely the facts and traditions of the period it cove 
including a vigorous love story that is well in keepii 
its tragic historical setting. Mr. Ritter has been won< 
successful in representing the distinguishing qualities 
French nation. In a word, the book is good in con 
and workmanship, and is of absorbing interest to tl 
end." — Boston Beacon, 
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CHAPTER L 

IN WHICH A ROMANTIC ENTERPRISE IS PLANNED. 

It was near the close of the fifteenth century, when 
Italy was divided into innumerable little principalities, 
and every walled town claimed independence as a state; 
a period of intrigue and constant warfare, waged by 
every petty prince and duke to perpetuate his right of 
sovereignty over his vassals, or to extend his empire 
by conquest. 

Prince Angelo of Frescia — one of these feudal lords 
— ^was sitting in an inner chamber of the castle that was 
at once his palace and his stronghold, when a page ap- 
peared in the doorway and announced with an obse- 
quious bow : 

"A knight requests an audience with your highness/' 
The prince aroused himself from the reverie into which 
he had fallen and demanded sternly : 
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"His name, varlet !" 

" 'Tis Captain Barnabas, your highness — ^the con- 
dottiere who served with you against the Milanese." 

Prince Angelo's face brightened. 

''Ah, so it is my friend, the English -captain," he said 
in milder tones, adding, "You may conduct him 
hither." 

The page withdrew, and returned presently, showing 
the way to a tall young knight of distinguished bear- 
ing, clad from head to foot in armor. His visor was 
raised, revealing a sunbrowned countenance illumined 
by a smile, half humorous, half pensive; two rows of 
the whitest teeth; two calm blue eyes and brows as 
unruffled and serene as a May morning. You would 
think, what a gentle manl but one glance at his im- 
passioned nostrils and resolute chin was sufficient to 
inform you that he could be dangerous enough upon 
occasion. 

"Welcome, old comrade!" cried Prince Angelo, as 
he advanced to greet his visitor. Then turning to the 
page, "Remember that while the captain is with me 
I am not to be disturbed. You may retire." 

When the latter had obeyed, the prince motioned the 
knight to a chair, and, taking a seat opposite him, in- 
quired : 

"When did you recdve my message, captain?' 
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"At sundown, yestere'en." 

''Where ?^ 

"In the forest this side Pftdua.*' 

^'Diaivolor cried the prince in amazement. "You 
must have pressed your horses hard, captain/' 

"With whip and spur, your highness." 

Prince Angelo pondered for a moment and then 
asked: 

"How many men came with you?" 

"My entire company of fifty." 

"And are they free to enter service? Are you and 
your band unemployed?" 

"We are seeking for hire, your highness — ^for pay in 
some honorable cause." 

"I thought as much," returned the prince with a 
smile of satisfaction. "Italy is at peace just now, and 
you hired captains find your occupation gone." 

"Unless we turn bandits," remarked Barnabas, light- 
ly, "and wage war on all the world, as Werner has 
done." 

*'Wcmer is a vile mercenary, a hired cutthroat," said 
Prince Angelo, "while you, Barnabas, are a chivalrous 
Qiristian knight." 

"I am an Englishman," declared the knight proudly. 



"And, therefore, honorable." 
'*An adventurer." 
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"In laudable undertakings, yes." 
'A soldier of fortune, no more, no less." 
'Say, rather, a champion of the right against the 
wrong. It is known throughout Italy, good Barnabas, 
that you are of a different stamp to the other condot- 
fieri who form the armies of our princes. You fight 
for pay, 'tis true; but then the cause must be a just 
one, or you'll refuse the service. Such is your reputa- 
tion, and it is because of it that I have sent for you 
now. Besides, have we not shared together the perils 
of many a long campaign? And do I not know you to 
be a true knight and a faithful friend ?" 

As he uttered these words the prince bent forward 
and placed his hand affectionately upon the captain's 
shoulder. The knight returned this mark of confidence 
with a grateful glance, and answered simply : 
"Yes, I am a true friend to you, prince." 
"I have never doubted it, Barnabas, nor do I fear 
that you will refuse to help me in achieving my heart's 
desire." 

The prince sank back in his chair, and, fixing his 
gaze steadily upon the knight's countenance, continued 
in tones that grew more and more earnest as he pro- 
ceeded : 

"Listen. Three years ago, while my father was yet 
alive, and before I succeeded to the government of 
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Frescia, I was sent as an ambassador to Venice to 
secure the support of that powerful republic against the 
Duke of Milan, who was plotting to add our little state 
to his possessions. On reaching the Venetian court, 
I received a cordial welcome from the Doge, and, pend- 
ing the presentation of my petition before the Grand 
Council, was most hospitably entertained as an honored 
guest in the household of Signor Anafesto Pilano, a 
wealthy and most puissant senator. 

"Being a personage of some consequence, many 
privileges usually denied to young cavaliers were ac- 
corded to me. I was provided with a splendid gon- 
dola; several pages were placed at my disposal; I 
could come and go when I chose, and was permitted to 
mingle unreservedly with the senator's family. But, 
alas ! I fear this last privilege has proved my undoing; 
for you must know, Barnabas, that Signor Pilano is 
the father of a very beautiful daughter. 

"During my stay in his palace no restrictions were 
placed upon our intercourse. Favored by the secret 
kindness of the Donna Bianca — ^the girl's governess — 
I was allowed to pass whole hours each day in her com- 
pany. I will not take up your time by relating the de- 
tails of our courtship. It will be sufficient to tell you 
that I loved Beatrice Pilano from the first and that she 
soon learned to return my affection. Ah, what an ec- 
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stasy I experienced when my adorable Beatrice unvcfl- 
ed her heart to me ! It seemed that I had never existed 
until that moment. For three short days we lived in 
an Elysium of happiness, and then, the Grand Cotmcil 
having refused to entertain my petition, I was obliged 
to return to Frcscia. 

"Obliged, did I say? Nay, I was forced to leave 
my beloved; for the refusal of my petition was ac- 
companied by a command for me to depart from the 
Lagiines within a day. I knew by this that I had, in 
some unknown manner, incurred the displeasure of the 
dread Council of Ten, and that my life was no longer 
safe in Venice. Thus, Barnabas, my friend, was I 
compelled to tear myself away from the woman I wor- 
shiped; but not without bidding her farewell, thank 
God! In that last passionate interview she vowed 
fidelity to me until death, while I pledged my life and 
fortune to her service. Ah, my divine Beatrice, how 
faithfully have we kept our vows !" 

At this pdjit in his narrative Prince Angdo paused, 
overwhdmed by a flood of tender recollections, and, 
taking advantage of his silence, his companion v^itur- 
ed to ask: 

"Hjast never heard from tl^ damsel since that part- 
ing?" 

'Aye/' answered tibe prmce, recovering himsetf witH 
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aa efiort, "a many's the time» thanks to the good will 
and sagacity of the Donna Bianca/' 

''You seem to be in the good graces of that duenna/' 
quoth Barnabas, archly. 

''She likes me fairly weU/' returned the prince ; "but 
it is not for me she puts herself in peril. 'Tis for the 
sake of the young mistress whom she worships." 

"And whose happiness is dependent upon your love/' 
added the knight. 

"Tell me, your highness/' he said a moment after, 
"have you failed to hear from the Donna Beatrice of 
late?" 

The prince flashed a scrutinizing glance at his ques- 
tioner. 

'Why do you ask that ?" he cried. 

'Because/' said Barnabas, smiling upon him serene- 
ly, "if you wish me to bear a message to the lady, I am 
at your service.'' 

Prince Angelo sprang forward impulsively and 
clasped the knight to his heart. 

"God bless you for those words !" he exclaimed in a 
transport "I knew you would not fail me; for, can- 
dottiere though you be, you are a true and faithful 
friend." Resuming his seat, he continued, "But it is 
not as a mere messenger that I would employ you, my 
gpod Barnabas ; it is on a far more delicate and peril- 
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ous mission. To begin, you were wrong in surmising 
that I have not heard from the Donna Beatrice of late; 
for I received a missive from her only three days ago. 
But such a missive !" 

While speaking, he went over to a cabinet, opened a 
secret drawer, took from it a soiled scrap of parchment 
which he extended towards the knight, and cried out 
in a tremulous voice : 

"Approach, my friend, and read!'* 

Captain Barnabas blushed scarlet. 

"Your highness will pray excuse me," he said; "for 
I have no knowledge of letters." 

"True, you are not a clerk, but a man of arms. For- 
give me my f orgetf ulness !" said the prince ; and then 
he spread open the parchment, and proceeded to read 
from it himself. It contained the following despairing 
appeal : 

Beloved. 

If you would save me from worse than death, hasten 
to Venice. I am about to be forced by my father into 
a detestable marriage, and you alone can rescue me. 
If you love me as of old, come at once, and I will flee 
with you to the end of the world. 

Your Beatrice. 

When he had finisHed reading, the prince replaced 
the parchment in the secret drawer, and, returning to 
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his. seat opposite the knight, bowed his head between 
his hands in an attitude of profound dejection. 

For some time neither spoke. Then Barnabas broke 
the silence with the question: 

"Well, what is it that you would have me do?" 

"Save her !" cried Prince Angelo, suddenly uplifting 
his face and stretching forth both hands with an im- 
ploring gesture. "Save her, and bring her here to 
me!" 

"How?" 

"By all the Saints! Can you not devise a means? 
Oh, good, kind Barnabas! True, brave Barnabas! 
Have you not wit to aid two loving hearts in their ex- 
tremity?" 

"Your highness," returned the knight, deeply affect- 
ed by the distress of his old comrade in arms, "I have 
as good as promised to engage myself and company 
in your service; but, as the adventure you propose 
savors more of strategy than arms, I must ask you to 
assist my own poor wit with yours. Calm yourself, 
therefore, and let us look the field carefully over before 
beginning the campaign." 

He waited until Prince Angelo had somewhat re- 
gained his composure, and then resumed : 

"Do you know whom the lady is to marry?" 

"Alas, my friend, no!" 
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"Nor when the wedding is to occur?" 

"For aught I know, it may have taken place al- 
ready." 

"That is hardly probable," said the knight reassur- 
ingly. "In Venetian families of consequence marri- 
ages are not hurried forward in that way. It is to be 
presumed that the Donna Beatrice sent you word of 
her father's intention to dispose of her hand as soon 
after it was made known to her as possible. That 
could not have been more than ten days, or a fortnight 
ago at the most. So there is time yet to carry out our 
plans if we act promptly. And now let us consider 
the obstacles to be overcome." 

"They are indeed appalling," groaned Prince An- 
gelo. 

"To a courageous heart and resolute will nothing 
should be appalling." 

"That is true only of dangers that can be faced open- 
ly," said the prince ; "but in Venice, one is encom- 
passed by mysterious, unseen perils. The very stones 
seem to possess eyes and ears to spy upon one's acts 
and converse." 

"I have been told as much before," rejoined the 
knight, thoughtfully; "yet, since we cannot provide 
against unknown obstacles, let us prepare for those 
that are evident. Tell me, your highness, what are the 
chief difficulties I may expect to encounter ?" 
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The prince reflected for some time before making 
answer. 

"To begin," he said at last, weighing each word care- 
fully, "you will have the Venetian authorities to con- 
tend with. The utmost circumspection will be neces- 
sary to avoid exciting their suspicions. Are you known 
in Venice, Barnabas?" 

"Yes, I have fought under the winged lion of St. 
Mark." 

"In that case, disguise will be a necessity ; for you 
would certainly be recognized by some one of the Ven- 
etian captains, if you should go to their city as you are. 
Do you think you could play the part of a foreign mer- 
chant visiting the Lagunes on affairs of commerce ?" 

"I fear I should lack the wit." 

"Or of a wealthy pilgrim en route to the Holy 
Land?" 

"That also seems too difficult a part." 

"Say, then, a rich traveler going about the world in 
search of pleasure ?" 

"Ah, that is better suited to my poor capacity. In- 
deed," said Barnabas, cheerfully, "it is a character 
that strongly appeals to my fancy. To play the rich 
man even for a day would be a novel and delightful ex- 
perience. But hold !" he added, as if struck by a sud- 
den idea "who is to provide me with the necessary du- 
cats?" 
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"I will," said the prince, promptly, "and, moreover, 
it shall be a sum in keeping with the character you are 
to assume. I would have you play the part of a traveler 
of consequence, an Englishman, if you will. You can 
pick from your band a dozen faithful fellows to ac- 
company you, disguised as servants, and, on reaching 
Venice, rent a palace as a base of operations. Thus the 
first great obstacle will be overcome." 

"And the second?" 

"Ah, that relates to your establishing communica- 
tions with the Donna Beatrice. It will be necessary for 
you to let her know that you are in Venice, and that 
you have been sent by me to effect her rescue. You 
cannot hope to communicate with her directly; for, 
in Venice, damsels of her rank are shut up in their 
fathers* palaces as closely as if they were confined in 
prison. But you can make known to her your presence 
and mission in the city through the Donna Bianca, 
her governess. That lady is a frequent visitor at the 
house of Taddeo Vecchio, a scholar living on the 
Caaale San Theodoro. You can either see her there in 
person, or leave a message for her with Signor Vecchio. 
who is my devoted friend. And now to the consider- 
ation of the third and greatest difficulty." 

"Well?" 

"After you have made all necessary preparations for 
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the rescue, how are you to manage your flight from 
the Lagunes?" 

"I confess I do not know." 

"Nor do I," said Prince Angelo anxiously. "Indeed, 
I fear that in that affair you will have to trust to for- 
tune. Let me warn you, however, to have everything 
so arranged that, when the proper moment arrives, you 
can act with promptness and vigor. That is all I have 
to tell you. Do we understand each other ?" 

"Yes, your highness." 

"Then all that remains is for us to agree upon tfid 
terms of your service. What would you consider a fair 
compensation, friend Barnabas?" 

"It is a service of friendship," returned the knight 
proudly; "therefore, for my men, double pay; for my- 
self, nothing,"— and he added with a ringing laugh— 
"I will be amply repaid in the pleasure of spending 
your ducats, prince." 

The latter urged him to accept of a reward, but he 
resolutely refused to comply. 

The manner and time of the knight's departure were 
next made the subjects of discussion. It was agreed 
that the prince was to furnish the disguises, and that 
Barnabas, with a dozen chosen followers as a retinue, 
was to start for Venice on the morrow. With this the 
conference ended; but, as the knight was about to 
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withdraw from the chamber, he turned to Prince An- 
gelo and asked: 

"Will your highness deign to inform me why you did 
not undertake this adventure in person ?" 

The face of the prince turned crimson. 

"Because — ^because," he stammered confusedly, "be- 
cause it was impracticable, friend Barnabas. I have 
reason to believe that Venice seeks my life, so that she 
can add my principality to her republic. Knowing 
this, would it not be madness for me to venture into 
the Lagunes?" 

^TTes, it would be madness," said Barnabas gravely. 

And, fixing upon his friend a penetrating look, he 
quietly departed from his presence. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

DESCRIBING AN IMPOSING ARRIVAL. 

At sunrise on the following day a remarkable cara- 
van issued from the gate of Prince Angelo's castle, 
crossed the drawbridge over the moat, and wound its 
way into the campagna beyond the walls of Frescia. 

Leading the way rode a tall young man of noble 
aspect mounted on a coal black horse with ornate trap- 
pings. Plumes curtsied gracefully on his jeweled bon- 
net, and a richly embroidered mantle, fastened at the 
throat, hung down over his horse's flanks, half conceal- 
ing his bright red boot tops. To the right and left of 
him rode two attendants, and, a few yards behind, six 
stalwart retainers, all well mounted and armed, evi- 
dently to protect him from the dangers of the road. 
In the rear of this gallant cavalcade came a train of 
pack mules, about twenty in number and all heavily 
laden. Four muleteers, on foot, urged them on. Tliis 
caravan proceeded for some time in silence ; but when 
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it had crossed the campagna, and entered a strip of 
woodland beyond, the tall man turned to the attendant 
at his left and said cheerfully : 

**Well, Martin, my man, what do you think of this 
adventure ?" 

« 

"I do not understand it in the least," was the reply. 

"Of course not. Who would expect you to under- 
stand anything that did not savor of war and plunder ?" 

"Every man to his own trade, say I," growled Mar- 
tin. "Since it has pleased the good Lord to mak^ me a 
soldier, why should I try to be a clown, Captain Barna- 
bas? And as for plunder, I only take what's fairly 
earned in battle." 

"Well, you'll get little plunder on this expedition," 
said the knight, laughing. 

"Aye, marry ! we're more like to be plundered than 
to plunder in this guise." 

And Martin glanced down at his civilian garb con- 
temptuously. 

" 'Tis plain, my honest fellow, that you do not like 
to act the servant to a peaceful traveler," observed 
Barnabas, reading his mind. " 'Tis more to your fancy 
to play the squire to a warlike knight. Then why not 
turn back, while yet there's time, and let some other 
take your place?" 

"Nay, captain dear," responded Martin quickly. 
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"Since you are bound for Venice, so am I. Have I 
not followed you through all your wars? And shall 
I desert you, now you're bent on pleasure ?" 

"Pleasure?" echoed the knight; then, bending close 
to Martin, he whispered significantly, " *Tis likely, lad, 
to be the most perilous pleasure ever man indulged in." 

Conversing in this wise, they journeyed on till mid- 
day, when they halted for rest and refreshment on the 
bank of a river. Then on again through the long, hot 
hours of the afternoon, until, shortly before sundown, 
they arrived at a little village. As the inn here was 
not sufficiently commodious to accommodate so numer- 
ous a company, the servants of the distinguished trav- 
eler were billeted to the neighboring cottages. The 
great man paid liberally for their lodgings, and was 
so lavish in his largesses to the poor villagers that 
when, at daybreak the next morning, he departed with 
his caravan, they one and all came out of their houses 
to bid him a hearty Godspeed. 

During the next three days the travelers made but 
slow progress, as their way led up into a range of lofty 
mountains ; but, on the fourth day, they began to des- 
cend towards the Adriatic, and theh proceeded faster. 
On the sixth day they reached the foot of the mount- 
ains, and, towards evening, arrived at one of those in- 
lets of the sea which, in northern climes, are called 
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fiords. Here they procured two ships, and performed 
the balance of their journey by water. 

About ten miles from Venice, and comprised in the 
archipelago of its Lagunes, was a certain marshy island 
on which stood an abandoned fishing station. It-lay 
to the west of the city, not far from the mainland, and, 
as it was surrounded by shoals, was rarely visited even 
by those who drew a livelihood from the water. 

As the two vessels approached it, Barnabas asked the 
captain of his ship: 

"Is that the Isle Diavolo?" 

"It is," was the reply. 

"Well, I wish to send a man ashore there." 

While the captain was luffing his vessel into the wind 
in obedience to this order, the knight drew one of his 
followers aside and whispered hurriedly : 

"Rufus, lad, I have always found you devoted to my 



service." 



"I left England to follow your fortunes, captain," 
said the man simply. 

"True, and you have never failed me. But now I 
must put your fidelity to a severe test. It is necessary 
that I should have a man on that island" — ^here he 
pointed to the little wind-swept, wave-washed strip of 
marsh — "to patiently await commands from me, and to 
obey them implicitly when they are received. You will 
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have to live there alone, for days, perhaps for weeks ; 
but, even if you should be doomed to solitude for a 
year, you must remain at your post. Will you under- 
take the service?" 

*^I will, captain." 

"Good ! And now a word further. I have brought 
with me to Venice but twelve men of my company as 
you see, and it may be necessary for you to know how 
I have disposed of your other comrades. They are 
hiding in the marshes of the coast, about twenty miles 
to the westward, where a steep and rugged promontory 
juts into the sea. It is a noble rock, and will serve as 
a sure landmark to guide you to their covert in case I 
should send you thither ovith a message. Are my 
words plain to you ?" 

"Perfectly." 

"Very well, then, prepare to go ashore !" 

As the ship was now drifting in the wind, it took 
but a short time to lower a small boat, stock it with 
provisions, and send the devoted Rufus off to a life of 
solitude on the Isle Diavolo— a life from which there 
was no escape; for Barnabas had prudently decided 
not to furnish him with a vessel imtil it was needed in 
his service. 

Venice at last. 

As the ships bearing the travelers approached the 
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city, a galley of war shot out of the Canale of San 
Marco to intercept them. 

When it arrived within hailing distance, the com- 
mandant called upon them to drop anchor, and then 
boarded each ship in turn to ascertain its character, 
examine into the health of the passengers, and make 
sure that no contraband goods were hidden away in 
the hold. On learning that the vessels were on passen- 
ger service merely, and that they were in the commis- 
sion of Sir Richard Marsden, a wealthy English trav- 
eler, who had come to Venice on a mission of pleasure 
and sightseeing, the official became wondrously courte- 
ous, and gave but a passing glance at the forged cre- 
dentials with which Barnabas was provided. 

"I will send word of your arrival to the Council," 
he said, "so that you may be received as befits your 
rank." 

When he had taken his departure, the ships weighed 
anchor, and proceeded on their way. 

Venice was, at that period, perhaps the most beauti- 
ful city in the world, and, as the vessels entered the 
Canale of San Marco, the adventurers pressed forward 
into the bows to gaze spellbound at its splendor. From 
the water on both sides arose noble ranges of palaces, 
forming a vista of marble and porphyry, at the ex- 
tremity of which appeared the massive pile of the 
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ducal palace, the magnificent cathedral of St. Mark, 
the granite columns of the Piazzetta, the triumphal 
masts of the great square, and the giddy tower of the 
Campanile. And over all was a sky of deepest blue. 

"How wonderful !" exclaimed Barnabas, turning to- 
wards his faithful squire with a sigh of admiration. 

"Aye, but not so fine as London," growled Martin, 
not to be seduced from his preference for that city of 
fogs and rain. 

Shortly afterwards they dropped anchor, lowered 
sail, and disembarked. 

It was apparent that the tidings of their coming had 
arrived before them; for, on entering the Square of 
St. Mark, they were met by a commissioner from the 
Grand Council, who welcomed them in the name of the 
Doge, and conducted them to the ducal palace. There 
they were permitted to rest awhile in chambers set 
apart for their entertainment, and then Barnabas was 
informed that the Doge would grant him an audience. 

The latter received him in his council chamber, 
where he was conferring with two grave senators. 

"You are welcome to Venice, noble signor !" he said, 
as Barnabas approached and knelt before him. "Arise, 
and make known your needs that we may supply them." 

"I want for nothing, most gracious prince !" answer- 
ed Barnabas, rising from his knees. "I have come to 
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Venice on pleasure, and have brought with me all ne- 
cessities." 

"So I have heard," said the Doge, adding, "Do you 
Englishmen always travel with such a store of lug- 
gage ?" 

"I have come to your city to stay, eccellenza" 

"What, you intend to live here for a while?" 

"Such is my wish. I have brought with me my ser- 
vants and household goods, and tomorrow shall look 
for a palace." 

At this the two grave senators exchanged significant 
glances, and one of them said to the Doge : 

"There is the Palazzo Guerini, eccellenza. Per- 
chance that might suit the noble Englishman." 

"Thank you, Signor Pilano, for the suggestion," re- 
turned the Doge. "I believe it will suit Sir Richard 
Marsden well." Then, turning to Barnabas, "It is 
one of the grandest of our houses, signor, and faces 
the Cana^ San Marco." 

Pilano! Barnabas could scarcely conceal his emo- 
tion on hearing that familiar name. Could it be pos- 
sible that the Doge's adviser was the father of the 
Donna Beatrice? If so it might be well to adopt his 
suggestion, and so conciliate his favor; for might he 
not have some private interest in renting the palace 
in question? At all events, one house was as good as 
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another for his purpose, so he determined to search no 
further. 

*'I will rent the Palazzo Guerini," he said, "since it 
is offered me so highly recommended." 

If he had watched the senators closely, as he uttered 
these words, he might have seen them exchange quick, 
crafty glances, while a smile of satisfaction parted their 
lips. A short conversation on general topics ensued, 
and the interview came to an end. When Barnabas 
had withdrawn from the council room, the senator who 
had responded to the name of Pilano turned suddenly 
to his associate and whispered : 

"By Our Lady, Christoforo ! I have seen that man 
before." 
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CHAPTER III. 

ItELATING TO A MEETING WITH A FAIR UNKNOWN. 

The Doge had not exaggerated when he described 
the Palazzo Guerini as one of the grandest dwellings in 
Venice. 

It had once been the abode of the powerful Guerini 
family, honored in the republic until its chief members 
had become involved in a conspiracy against the state, 
and were executed between the two columns on the 
Square of St. Mark. All of the Guerini name were 
banished from the city, and their palace, having fallen 
into other hands, had since been rented to successive 
foreign ambassadors and wealthy strangers. It had 
two entrances — a magnificent arched portal, flanked by 
porphyry columns, facing the Canale of San Marco, 
and a small water gate opening upon a narrow canal 
that ran past a side of the building. Over the portal 
extended an open gallery, ornamented with fanciful 
Moorish pillars and arches; while above the water 
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gate was a latticed balcony suggestive of mysterious 
gallantries and moonlight serenades. 

When Barnabas entered into possession of the pal- 
ace he provided himself with two gondolas. The first 
— which was intended for use by day — was a long, 
graceful boat, richly carved and gilded, and equipped 
with rests for six oars. This was kept moored to the 
marble steps in front of the edifice. The second — ^be- 
ing designed for secret, nocturnal excursions — was a 
narrow, rakish craft, painted an inky black, and pro- 
vided with only one rowlock, set in such a position as 
to give the gondolier absolute control over the vessel's 
movements. This was secreted in a shadowy recess of 
the water gate that communicated with the narrow 
canal. 

Hardly was Barnabas settled in his residence, when 
he was beset by a score of supplicants. Pages, lackeys, 
cooks, secretaries, fairly stormed the door of the pal- 
ace, eagerly seeking employment in the household of 
so generous and magnificent a signor. Now, as the 
followers he had brought with him were totally ignor- 
ant of the duties of domestic service, he realized that it 
would be necessary to engage a number of these peti- 
tioners. So he devoted an entire morning to examining 
their credentials and testing their honesty. 

The first applicant he subjected to this ordeal answer- 
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led to the name of Giacomo. He was a small, wiry 
man of dark complexion, and professed to be an ex- 
cellent cook. As he replied to every query satisfactor- 
ily, Barnabas engaged him, detailing two of his own 
attendants to act as his assistants. 

The second applicant to pass the fire of his questions 
W2LS a tall, lean man of cadaverous visage, who gave 
the name of Stephano. His features were sharp and 
prominent, and out of them looked the wary eyes of a 
man who has much reason to mistrust. He asked for 
the position of clerk to the establishment; to write the 
signor's letters, keep his accounts, and act as master 
of ceremonies in the household. He presented refer- 
ences of the highest character. Barnabas was in need 
'of just such a man; so, although he instinctively dis- 
liked his appearance, he deemed it expedient to employ 
':him. 

These two, and six stalwart gondoliers to man his 
pleasure bark, were the only Venetians whom he took 
into his service. 

When he had added to the splendid furniture, with 
which tlie dwelling was provided, the goods and chattels 
he had brought with him in the ships, he was the mast- 
er of one of the best appointed palaces in Venice. Then 
he entered upon a life of prodigality and pleasure. He 
attended fetes, festivals and masquerades; he enter- 
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tained the proud signors magnificently; every after- 
noon his six oared gondola might have been seen 
sweeping along the Canale of San Marco, or over the 
waters of the Lido, bearing him to some festal rendez- 
vous. It seemed that he had entirely forgotten his 
mission to the Lagunes, and was playing the spend- 
thrift with Prince Angelo's ducats. But such was not 
the case. He was merely enacting the role he had as- 
sumed to the letter; for he realized that the jealous 
Venetians would watch him closely at first, and that 
any undue haste in putting his project in execution 
would be likely to lead to discovery. 

"I will lull suspicion; then act," he argued, and 
played his part with that idea in view. 

One morning, about a fortnight after his arrival, 
Stephano came to him and said : 

"Signor, I perceive that you are bent on recreation 
and sightseeing. Have you visited the Garden of Stat- 
ues as yet ?" 

Barnabas replied that he had not. 

"I thought as much," said Stephano; "for it is sel- 
dom that strangers are granted the freedom of that de- 
lectable island. On it is the most beautiful garden in 
the world which the Venetian nobles have reserved for 
their own private use. It is an earthly paradise, sig- 
nor, where the wives and daughters of our senators 
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take air and exercise, cloistered from the gaze of the 
vulgar. Wouldst like the privilege of resorting thither 
of evenings ?" 

"Can it be procured ?" asked Barnabas eagerly. 

"Perhaps," was the guarded answer. 

"To whom shall I apply ?" inquired the Knight. 

"If you will leave the matter to me," said the clerk, 
"I feel certain I can secure you the privilege." 

"Very well," said Barnabas, "I will trust you to 
manage the affair." 

Stephano set about the business at once, and, before 

nightfall, handed his master a certificate from the Doge 
according him the freedom of the garden. 

On the following afternoon, at an early hour, Bar- 
nabas entered the pavilion of his six-oared gondola, 
and, commanding the oarsmen to row him to the Gar- 
den of Statues, sank back indolently upon the cush- 
ions. Attired in resplendant raiment, his countenance 
wreathed serenely in smiles, his eyes sparkling with 
pleasure, there was a holiday air about him that effect- 
ually disguised his real character. He was no longer 
the rude soldier of fortune; but the beau ideal of a 
courtly prodigal. 

The air was balmy, the sky a deep indigo blue, the 
Canale of San Marco, quivering in the sunlight, alive 
with gleaming sails and flashing oars. Feluccas, gal- 
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leys, gondolas glided hither and thither over the water 
to the accompaniment of song and laughter that the 
breeze bore dreamily to the ear. Barnabas opened his 
whole soul to enjoyment. He inhaled deep breaths of 
the delicious air, laughed and hummed to himself, and 
shot ardent, sidelong glances at every Venetian beauty 
who chanced to pass by in her bark. He felt as if he 
were floating through the sky on a cloud, and mur- 
mured to himself half audibly : 

"My happiness would be complete if I should fall 
in love." 

The Garden of Statues occupied an island to the east 
of the Lido. A flight of marble steps descended from 
a coliunned pavilion into the water, on the side look- 
ing toward Venice, and served as the landing-place 
for gondolas. Thither the Knight's rowers steered 
their course. 

On arriving at the steps, Barnabas sprang lightly 
upon them, ascended, and passed through the pavilion 
into the garden. 

He was enraptured with the beauty of the place. 

On every side extended graveled paths, winding 
among beds of the brightest blooms, between clusters 
of luxuriant shrubbery, under vine-clad trellises and 
the arched branches of trees. The afternoon sun dis- 
closed, here and there through green foliage, the white 
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marble of statuary — ^nymphs, naiads, satyrs, gods and. 
goddesses of wood and water, singly and in harmoni- 
ous groups. Everywhere were constellations of flow- 
ers, expanses of dewy verdure, fecundity, beauty, life, 
joy and perfumes. Thousands of white winged butter- 
flies fluttered like snowy blossoms through the shad- 
ows, or acFoss sunlit spaces, and, from the emerald 
cloud overhead, a multitude of twittering voices ad- 
dressed the soul. 

Through this enchanted region the knight pursued 
his way, intoxicated with its magic sights, delicious 
odors and ravishing sounds. There were others in the 
garden besides him; grave senators, sprightly young 
gallants, stately duennas and gentle signorinas passed 
him by at frequent intervals ; but he heeded them not ; 
for his senses were spellbound by the subtle influences 
that surrounded him. 

Walking as in a dream, he came presently to a turn 
in the path that revealed a lawn thickly studded with 
rose bushes. The festival of buds and full blown flow- 
ers was splendid there. 

In the midst of them appeared the face of a young 
girl framed in a mass of glorious red hair in which the 
sun found threads of gold. It blew in the wind with 
dazzling changes of color. Her countenance shone 
with an angelic candour — a radiance emanating from 
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the soul within — ^and there was a divine trouble in her 
deep brown eyes that appealed to Barnabas with an 
irresistible charm. Entranced with her beauty, he 
came to a sudden pause, and stood gazing upon her ab- 
sorbed in admiration. 

He observed that she was gathering roses and plac- 
ing them in a wicker basket which lay on the ground 
beside her. Presently a gust of wind seized the filmy 
scarf that she wore round her shoulders, and carried 
it fluttering to the feet of the Knight. He stooped and 
picked it from the path. 

"Signorina," said he, advancing toward her with a 
low bow, "your scarf." 

Her lips parted, a smile issued from them like a 
flash of light, and, raising her eyes with a startled look, 
their glances met. The next instant her lids dropped 
and her cheeks glowed with a hue that shamed the 



roses. 



I thank you, sir," she said in a sweet, contralto 
voice — ^the sweetest that Barnabas had ever heard — 
then, replacing the scarf around her shoulders, she re- 
sumed her task among the flowers. There was a re- 
serve in her manner which Barnabas was quick to in- 
terpret. It said, plain as words, "I have thanked you. 
Now please retire." So, with a fine consideration foi 
her modesty, he quietly withdrew from her presence. 
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But, on reaching a place where he could watch her 
unobserved, he turned and gazed at her as before, until 
a second lady joined her, and the two walked away to- 
gether. Then, as she stepped out from the screen of 
rosebushes, he saw that her figure was as charming as 
her face. As she glided gracefully along the path, the 
wind moulded her garments to her form with the ac- 
curacy of sculpture, and a truant zephyr, lifting her 
petticoat playfully, revealed an ankle of ravishing love- 
liness. 

"She is divinely, bewilderingly beautiful !" murmur- 
ed the knight, when she had disappeared from view. 

Then, sinking down upon a bench nearby, he remain- 
ed for hours in the profoundest reverie. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

CONCERNING THE HOPES AND DISAPPOINTMENTS OF 

A LOVER. 

The next afternoon Barnabas attired himself witH 
extraordinary splendor and paid a second visit to the 
garden. On reaching it he entered the path he had ex- 
plored the day before and proceeded slowly toward 
the rosebushes. 

As he drew near them he gradually slackened his 
pace, paused, and, with a strange feeling of diffidence, 
turned about and retraced his steps. This mancevre he 
repeated several times, finding it impossible to proceed 
on each occasion, and retiring as before. Finally he 
subdued his hesitation with a violent effort and, assum- 
ing a preoccupied air, advanced with downcast eyes 
toward the thicket. Within sight of it he looked up. 

As he had feared, the lovely girl was not there. 

Thinking she might appear later, he sat down upon 
a grassy bank and waited. Hour after hour passed by ; 



42 THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY. 

the sun declined into the west; twilight descended; 
one by one the stars shone forth and nightingales be- 
gan to warble their songs of passion in the deepening 
gloom. Then, realizing the futility of further wait- 
ing, Barnabas arose from the bank and, greatly de- 
pressed in spirits, returned to his gondola. 

On the following day he was to have attended a 
festival on the Lido ; but, although he had looked for- 
ward to it with the brightest anticipations, when the 
time arrived for the event, his soul was agitated with 
a feeling of unrest that rendered participation in such 
enjoyment distasteful. Instead of going to the merry- 
making, therefore, he wandered aimlessly about his 
palace during the morning and, in the afternoon, order- 
ed his gondola and proceeded to the garden. Arriving 
there he walked directly to the nook of the roses — 
this time without hesitancy — ^and found the spot de- 
serted. He sat down and waited as before until the 
nightingales filled the twilight with their warblings; 
then, returning to his palace, dined alone in the retire- 
ment of his chamber. 

During the ensuing week he went daily to the gar- 
den, only to return each time more and more disheart- 
ened with repeated disappointments. Strange that he 
— a man of war — should be so seriously affected by a 
girlish face ! And yet nothing could be more natural. 
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Barnabas was a soldier it is true; yet his courage was 
tempered with gentleness. He lived in the age of chiv- 
alry, and, although he had been denied the companion- 
ship of women by an active life afield, this very isola- 
tion had predisposed him for the possession of love. 
Pride, imagination, enthusiasm, the aspirations and 
vague longings natural to his years had prepared his 
heart for the divine flame, and a glance was the spark 
which had ignited it. 

One afternoon he determined to seek the girl else- 
where than at the rosebushes, and went early to the 
garden in order to have time to explore it thoroughly. 

"I will follow each path in turn," he mused, "and it 
may happen that I will find her yet." 

Inspired by this frail hope he began his quest. 

Having traversed several paths without result, he 
finally entered one that led to the interior of the island. 
There it terminated in a terrace, adorned with statues 
and urns filled with flowers, and from which a flight 
of marble steps descended to a paved circle. On reach- 
ing the head of the flight the knight paused and looked 
below. A fountain, half-hidden in mists and rainbows, 
played in the centre of the circle, while round it were 
grouped clusters of palm trees, shading statues and 
marble seats. 

He started to descend the steps. 
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On reaching the level his attention was attracted by 
two girlish figures, resting on a bench which had hith- 
erto been hidden by the terrace, and, observing some- 
thing familiar in their outlines, he drew near to in- 
spect them closer. 

Suddenly he stopped, closed his eyes, opened them 
again, and trembled violently. 

For he recognized the lovely girl and her compan- 
ion. 

Before he could regain his self possession she saw 
him also, looked at him intently with a thoughtful gen- 
tleness and smiled vaguely. Fascinated by the myster- 
ious charm of that heavenly glance — in which inno- 
cence and passion were strangely blended — ^he dropped 
his eyes upon the ground, as if they had been dazzled 
by a glory. It seemed that his heart was on fire. She 
had looked at him — ^smiled at him — ^what joy! She 
appeared to him more beautiful than ever, and, encour- 
aged by her seeming condescension, he advanced bold- 
ly toward the bench to address her. But the next in- 
stant he repented his presumption; for, on looking 
up, he saw her hastily conceal her countenance behind 
a mask. 

"Come," she said, plucking her companion's sleeve. 
And, rising quickly from the seat, they fluttered down 
a secluded path like a pair of frightened birds. 
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Barnabas looked after them until they disappeared, 
and then walked about the garden like a maniac. 

"Fool !" he exclaimed despairingly, "to imagine that 
that divine creature would listen to me. I have fright- 
ened her away with my rudeness. She will never come 
here again. I will see her no more — ^no more. Oh, my 
God ! what have I done ?" 

He was distractedly in love; but, as the soul in that 
distemper occillates violently between extremes, it was 
not long before his spirits rose toward hope. 

"She is lost to me now, but may be found again," 
he reflected. "She is doubtless a high-bom maiden, 
and, as such, could hardly be expected to countenance 
a clandestine acquaintance. If I can contrive to meet 
her in the approved fashion, it may be different. She 
has looked at me, smiled at me — what more can I ask ? 
Is it not equivalent to saying that she will gladly re- 
ceive me if I seek her through the proper channels? - 
But how can this be done ? How can I gain admittance 
to her home ? There is but one way in Venice. I must 
make the acquaintance and win the confidence of some 
male relative." 

Then it occurred to him that it would first be neces- 
sary to ascertain who she was, and, with this idea in 
view, he hurried home to consult Stephano. On reach- 
ing his palace he summoned the clerk into his chamber. 
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"Stephano," he began, when the latter appeared be- 
fore him, "you have an extensive acquaintance in Ven- 
ice, have you not?" 

"Yes, eccellenza." 

'And doubtless know all the nobility ?" 

1 have served in many great households, signor," 
answered the clerk proudly, "and, therefore, know quite 
a number of the nobles personally. The others I know 
from having seen." 

"And their female relatives— their wives and daugh- 
ters—do you know them ?" 

"By sight, signor." 

"So that you could designate them by name, if they 
were described to you?" 

"I might, if the description were exact." 

"Then give me your attention," said Barnabas. "I 
have seen a remarkably beautiful young signorina to- 
day whose name I am anxious to ascertain. I will do 
my best to limn her portrait for you. 

And with that he drew a vivid and impassioned word 
picture of the adorable maid he had met in the garden. \ 

"Do you recognize her?" he asked eagerly when he 
had finished. 

"Signor," replied Stephano, "there are many dam- 
sels in Venice who have the hair, the features, the com- 
plexion you have described to me, and all Venetian 
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damsels have fine figures. Can you not remember some 
details of attire to distinguish the maid you speak of 
from the others?" 

Barnabas regarded him with a look of mingled scorn 
and disappointment. 

I was too much occupied with her beauty," he said, 
to give heed to the garments she wore. Does one 
examine the shell of a priceless pearl ?" — and he added 
in tones of chagrin — ^*'Since it is plain you cannot as- 
sist me, Stephano, you will do me the kindness to re- 
tire." 

When the clerk had withdrawn, Barnabas bolted the 
door of his chamber, and paced the floor until far into 
the night, endeavoring to formulate some scheme fos 
discovering the name of the beautiful girl. At last h(> 
decided that there was but one way to determine her 
identity. He would continue his daily visits to the gar- 
den, search for her diligently and, when he found her, 
keep her in view until she departed for her home. Then 
he would follow her in his gondola and, having learn- 
ed where she lived, it would be a simple matter to find 
out who she was. 

Greatly pleased with this plan, Barnabas retired to 
rest, and dreamed romantic, ineffable visions until 
morning. 

It was evident that his love was growing into the 
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deification of the adored object; for distant worship 
has necessarily a tendency to idealize. The beautiful 
girl of the garden was to him, not a maiden, but a di- 
vinity, charming, luminous, unapproachable, and im- 
possible. 

His soul was transfigured by passion, and Destiny 
was leading him toward the unknown. 
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CHAPTER V. 

IN WHICH BARNABAS IS REMINDED OF HIS MISSION. 

For a week thereafter the knight resorted to the 
Garden of Statues every afternoon. In pursuance of 
his project; he arrived early and stayed late, searched 
in every nook and corner, followed every path, and 
haunted the thicket of roses and the fountain; but all 
to no purpose. The maid he sought had apparently 
abandoned the place. 

At last repeated failures in his quest wrought insid- 
iously upon his Spirits. His gaiety gave place to des- 
pondency. From a seeker after pleasure he became al- 
most an ascetic; and, save for the hours he passed in 
the garden, he remained locked up in his chamber, a 
prey to fruitless brooding and melancholy reflections 

On the last day of this anxious week, Barnabas was 
delayed by a visitor at his palace, and did not reach 
the garden until late. Although he was exceedingly 
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annoyed at this, it proved in the event fortunate; for 
31 resulted in the very meeting he desired. As he 
alighted upon the steps of the landing, he encountered 
the lovely girl descending them. She was accompanied 
'by her duenna and wore a mask. But, as she was in 
the act of passing the knight, she raised the gauze 
coquettishly, and flashed upon him a glance mysterious 
and tender. 

Under the effect of that fatal beam he trembled from 
liead to foot. 

It expressed nothing, yet everything — surprise, rec- 
ognition, innocence, coquetry — the reveries of a virgin- 
al and impassioned soul suddenly disclosed by the mo- 
mentary lifting of a veil. It was like a gleam of light- 
ening in the night that reveals for an instant the glorious 
fcloud imagery of the sky. To Barnabas it was a 
:glimpse of Paradise. 

He stood like one in a trance; saw his divinity and 
lier attendant pass down the steps, enter a splendid 
.gondola that was awaiting them, and let fall the cur- 
tains of the pavilion. He heard words like music, as 
she leaned out for a moment to give directions to the 
Towers, then a sound of suppressed laughter that 
rseemed to mock him; and, a moment after, the gon- 
dola was gliding swiftly over the Lido towards Venice 
wMi the grace and lightness of a swan. 
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Then Barnabas recovered from his ecstacy. 

"This time she will not escape me !" he cried. And 
with that he hurried back to the spot where his boat 
was moored. 

As he entered its pavilion he turned to the captain 
of his rowers, and, pointing to the rapidly retiring bark, 
commanded : 

"Keep the lady's gondola in view, and follow where- 
soe'er it may lead you." 

Then he composed himself comfortably upon the 
cushions and awaited the result. 

The gondola of the beautiful unknown led the way 
to the Canale of San Marco, entered it, and proceeded 
to the square on which the arsenal and other public 
buildings were situated. There its occupants alighted, 
and, making their way through the throng of merry- 
makers, mountebanks, jongleurs and maskers which 
invariably congregated there of evenings, approached 
the Cathedral of St. Mark. The knight, who had 
never lost sight of them for an instant, reached the 
square just in time to see them enter the portal of the 
great church. 

Passing through the sacristy he proceeded to an open 
space behind an altar that was brilliantly lighted for 
Vespers. The service was not yet over, and the clear 
voices of the chanters, sustained by the melodious 
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Strains of stringed instruments, flooded the great edi-' 
fice with solemn harmonies. 

Now it chanced that this altar was flanked on both 
sides by oaken screens, carved in filigree, so that a per- 
son standing in the space behind them could peer 
through the apertures, and take in at one sweeping 
glance the whole interior of the Cathedral — sanctuary, 
choir, nave and transcrepts — without himself beingseen. 
Barnabas availed himself of the opportunity for obser- 
vation tbus afforded, and saw, beyond the luminous 
mist of the candle-lit sanctuary, a throng of worship- 
pers, some with bowed heads conning their beads, and 
others uplifting rapt faces to the altar. His eyes rest- 
ed finally upon the figure of the maid he was follow- 
ing, standing with her attendant in the front row of 
the congregation, near the sanctuary rail. 

On a sudden the mellow intonation of a bell sounded 
near the altar, followed by the rustling of many gar- 
ments, as the people sank upon their knees in adoration 
of the Blessed Sacrament. 

The Benediction was about to begin. 

Presently the chanters broke forth into a mournful 
hymn in which the entire congregation joined. 

"O Salutaris Hostia 
Quae coeli pandis ostium.'* 
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The knight fell upon his knees and blended his 
tremulous tenor in the quaint harmonies. The first 
hymn was followed by a second, and then a profound 
hush descended upon the worshippers. Again the bell 
sounded near the altar — once — twice — thrice. Barna- 
bas bowed his head to the pavement, and smote upon 
his breast three times, his lips meanwhile trembling in 
silent prayer. Nor did he resume an upright attitude 
until the priest had left the sanctuary. 

Then, looking through the screen once more to as- 
sure himself that the jnaid and her companion had not 
left the cathedral, he saw them still praying near the 
sanctuary rail. She had removed her mask; and, as 
he gazed upon her upturned, flower-like face all aglow 
with religious ardor, he perceived that her radiant eyes 
were dimmed with tears. 

Just then the sun dropped down behind the choir, 
and its rays, passing through a stained, pictorial win- 
dow, bathed her figure in a crimson glory. She appear- 
ed to Barnabas so free from mortal taint that he could 
have fallen down in reverence before her. 

"I will bide her coming at the door," he thought. 

And, passing through the sanctuary, he descended 
into the nave, and proceeded to the main portal of the 
cathedral. There he concealed himself behind a mas- 
sive column and waited. 
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"She cannot be long," he mused. 

But in this he erred. 

A considerable time elapsed and still the girl did 
not appear. He amused himself by watching the 
Streams of people that poured continuously past his 
hiding-place— one entering the portal with faces cloud- 
ed with compunction for their sins, the other emerg- 
ing from it serene with the assurance of absolution. 

He was beginning to grow anxious, when his atten- 
tion was arrested by a conversation between two young 
gallants who had paused near an adjoining column to 
exchange the latest gossip. 

"Have you been bidden to the sacrifice, Enrico?" 
asked one. 

"What sacrifice, Paoli ?" 

"Why the oblation of San Marco's fairest virgin up- 
on the shrine of Mammon." 

"You speak in enigmas." 

Paoli laughed gayly. 

"Ah, I see I must enlighten your stupidity," he said ; 
adding, "I refer to the approaching nuptials of the 
Donna Beatrice Pilano, the daughter of our honored 
senator, and Signor Christoforo Donato, the octoge- 
narian. Surely you must have heard of it, Enrico ?" 

(Barnabas bent forward and listened eagerly.) 

"I have heard rumors of such a marriage," replied 
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Enrico, "but have never believed them true. Whea 
will the ceremony be performed?" 

"Three days hence." 

"Where?" 

"In the private chapel of the Pilano palace. It is 
reported that the lovely Beatrice is heartbroken at the 
prospect." 

Barnabas did not wait to hear more. His own love 
affair was instantly forgotten in a reawakened sense of 
duty to his friend; and, as he made his way quickly 
toward his gondola, he reproached himself bitterly for 
having neglected his mission so long. 

"I came to Venice on an errand for another," he re- 
flected, "yet have thought only of myself since I have 
been here. Where is my boasted sense of honor ? What 
will Prince Angelo think of me? He provided me 
with money to employ in rescuing his beloved, and I 
have been spending it in pursuing a hopeless love of 
my own. What treachery ! What baseness ! I am un- 
worthy of the name of friend. God grant that I may 
still have time to do my duty !" 

With such thoughts surging through his brain, he 
crossed the Square of St. Mark to the landing where 
his boat was moored, and commanded the oarsmen to- 
row him to his home. On reaching the Palazzo Guer- 
ini, he mounted the marble steps of the portal two at. 
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a time, passed swiftly through the halls and galleries 
to his own apartment, and, summoning a page, dis^ 
patched him to find his squire, Martin. 

When the latter made his appearance, he found his 
master pacing the floor of the chamber in great agita- 
tion. 

"Enter, and be seated!" said Barnabas, motioning 
him to a chair; then, after closing and bolting the 
<loor, he came over and sat down by his side. 

"I have sent for you, Martin," he began gravely, "to 
take you into my confidence; for I sorely need some 
one to advise with. Do you know why we are here in 
Venice?" 

"You have said for pleasure, captain; but I have 
often suspected otherwise." 

"And your suspicions have been correct," said Bar- 
nabas, adding, "Why should we have come here in 
disguise, if our mission were merely enjoyment? No, 
my good Martin," he continued earnestly, "our mis- 
sion is of a far graver nature." — and, lowering his 
voice to a whisper, he added, "We have come here to 
rescue a maiden." 

Martin regarded him with amazement. 
'What whim of knight errantry is this ?" he asked. 
'Listen, and I will tell you," returned Barnabas. 

Then he explained how Prince Angelo had engaged 
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him to save the Donna Beatrice from her fate, and 
how he had provided him with the means to carry the 
adventure through. He concluded by relating what he 
had heard in the cathedral that evening, and asking 
for advice. 

Martin, whose face had become very pale while list- 
ening to the recital, answered promptly : 

"Abandon the adventure. Return to Prince Angelo 
and tell him that you found the task impossible. For, 
if you attempt it, you will not only fail, but lose your 
life as well." 

The knight drew himself up proudly. 

"What, abandon an enterprise in which my honor is 
engaged ?*' he cried in tones of scorn. "Never." Then 
he fixed upon his squire a penetrating glance, and in- 
quired contemptuously, "Is your courage beginning to 
fail you, sirrah?" 

"My courage is equal to any man's," said Martin, 
reddening under the taunt. "I spoke for your sake, not 
mine; but, since you are determined to proceed with 
the project, lead on and I will follow," 
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CHAPTER VI. 

WHEREIN A SCHOLAR PLANS A NOVEL MASQUERADE. 

Shortly after nightfall that evening, a one oared 
gondola issued from the little water gate at the side 
of the Palazzo Guerini, and glided along the shadowy 
canals towards the Canale San Theodoro. 

It was apparent that a nervous and unpracticed arm 
guided its movements, for its course was erratic and 
slow. Moreover, the gondolier seemed uncertain as to 
his destination, as, at frequent intervals, he stopped 
rowing to survey his surroundings. Nor was it until 
he at last reached the Canale San Theodoro, and turned 
into it with a clumsy stroke of his long sweep, that this 
uncertainty left him. Then, reassured by the sight of 
a few familiar buildings, he pressed forward without 
further hesitation. 

After proceeding a few hundred yards along this 
waterway, he guided the gondola to the steps of a small 
dwelling, and moored it to a stake thrust between the 
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Stones of the landing. This done, he approached the 
pavilion of the boat, threw open the door, and beckon- 
ed his passenger to come forth. 

"Are you sure of the house, Martin?" asked the 
latter, as he alighted upon the steps. 

"Yes, captain, this is Taddeo Vecchio's abode." 

"Then remain here until I return." 

"With these words Barnabas — for it was he — ^passed 
into the vestibule, and knocked a low summons upon 
the door. Vecchio answered it in person. He was an 
old, bent man with long white hair and beard, fram- 
ing the thin, refined countenance of a student. On 
beholding a stranger at his portal he drew back with 
instinctive alarm; but, recovering himself quickly, 
said courteously: 

"Enter, signor, and make known your errand ! I am 
at your service." 

"Have I the honor of addressing Signor Vecchio?" 
inquired Barnabas. 

"That is my name," replied the scholar, leading the 
way into a dimly lighted room to the right of the hall. 
"Pray be seated, and command of me what you will !" 

"I have come," said Barnabas, sinking into the prof- 
fered chair, "to ask a very simple service at your hands. 
In brief, there is a lady in Venice with whom I would 
like to communicate — ^the Donna Bianca, a governess in 
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the household of Signor Anafesto Pilano. You know 
her?" 

"Intimately, signor. She is the daughter of my dear- 
est friend." 

"Then you can undoubtedly arrange the interview I 
seek." 

"That depends, signor," said the old man with dig- 
nity. "Of course I would require to know who you are 
first, and then, if the lady oflfered no objections, the 
affair might be managed." 

"But such preliminaries would take time," protest- 
ed Barnabas, "and in this affair time is all important. 
Indeed, I must see the lady tonight, if possible; if 
not, then tomorrow morning." 

The old man shook his head and smiled. 

"What you ask is impracticable," he said. 

"Why ?" asked the knight with surprise. 

"Because, even if I were disposed to favor your re- 
quest, I could not do so. I will not have an oppor- 
tunity of seeing the Donna Bianca for several days — 
in fact, not until after the wedding of her young mis- 
tress." 

"You mean that she will not visit you again until 
after the ceremony?" 

"She will be too busy." 

"Then can you not carry her a message?" 
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"No. Signor Pilano has long been my enemy. I 
am forbidden to enter his palace." 

Barnabas bowed his head between his hands and 
groaned. 

"What ails you?" asked the scholar. 

"I was thinking of the poor young damsel," answer- 
ed Barnabas. 

"What damsel?" 

"Why, the Donna Beatrice, of course. Who can 
be more deserving of commiseration?" 

"Do you mean in respect to her approaching mar- 
riage?" asked Vecchio cautiously. 

"Yes. What fate could be worse than that to which 
she is doomed? I had hoped that we might save her 
from it ; but, alas ! now I fear there is no way." 

"You had hoped to save her?" cried Vecchio eager- 
ly. "What do you mean?" 

"That if I could have seen the Donna Bianca," said 
Barnabas impressively, "I might have established com- 
munications with the damsel, and rescued her from the 
dreadful marriage into which she is being forced." 

The old man regarded him with a look in which 
hope and doubt were blended. 

"You take a strange interest in the lady, signor. 
May I ask who you are?" he said. 

"I am a friend of a friend of yours," replied tke 
knight significantly. 
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"Do you mean the Prince of Frescia?" 

"The same." 

Vecchio sprang forward impuisively and seized his 
hands. 

"Then I will help you all I can," he cried; "for, if 
you are a friend of Prince Angelo, you will not betray 

me. 

Believing from the scholar's words and manner that 
he could be trusted, and that further reserve between 
them was unnecessary, Barnabas took him wholly in- 
to his confidence. He told him of his compact with 
Prince Angelo to rescue the Donna Beatrice; of his 
coming to Venice, disguised as a wealthy traveler, to 
put his plot in execution, and begged him to devise 
some means of communicating with the young lady's 
governess. 

"You must surely realize," he concluded, "how nec- 
essary it is for me to inform the Donna Beatrice of 
my purpose to save her from her fate, in order to se- 
cure her cooperation in my designs. In fact it will 
be impossible for me to formulate any project for 
her rescue without her consent and help. To carry 
her off forcibly would be impossible. She must not 
only acquiesce in the kidnapping, but instruct us when 
and where to attempt it." 

"What you say is true," returned Vecchio, "and yet, 
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I repeat, it will be impracticable to employ the Donna 
Bianca as a go-between. She would give her life to 
secure the happiness of her mistress, and can be trust- 
ed to enter heart and soul into your plans; but, at 
present, she is shut up as effectually in the Pilano pal- 
ace as the damsel herself. No, we must invent some 
other way of communicating with the Donna Bea- 
trice." 

"Can you suggest another?" asked Barnabas de- 
spairingly. 

"Let me reflect awhile," said the old man. 

And clasping his wrinkled hands behind his back, 
he began pacing the little room, with bowed head and 
eyes fixed upon the floor, lost in meditation. At last 
he stopped in front of Barnabas and, after scrutiniz- 
ing his proportions for a moment, muttered audibly : 

"Yes, they are not unlike in figure, and the strata- 
gem might succeed. At least it is the only hope we 
have of accomplishing our purpose." 

"Then let us attempt it at once !" cried the knight. 

Vecchio smiled at his impatience. 

"Are you skilled in masquerading, signor?" he in- 
quired in curious tones. 

Why do you ask?" 

'Because I have a part for you to play which will 
require, not only boldness, but address. In other 









64 TiiE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY. 

words, I would suggest that you enter the Pilano pal- 
ace in disguise and see the Donna Beatrice in person." 

'Can such a thing be arranged?" 

The disguise, yes. I can procure you that. The 
rest depends upon your shrewdness. But first let me 
ask, are you willing to undertake an adventure so 
desperate ?" 

"Perfectly." 

"Then attend closely to what I tell you, so that you 
can play your piart with at least some degree of suc- 



cess." 



Vecchio sank into a chair opposite the knight, and 
continued : 

"Although a damsel of spirit, the Donna Beatrice is 
of a very pious disposition. She attends mass daily in 
the Pilano chapel, and goes frequently to confession. 
In fact, she is so punctilious in this regard that she 
has her own private confessor. This priest is a Car- 
melite. He is a privileged personage in the Pilano 
palace, and, although not a regular member of the 
household, is allowed to come and go when he pleases. 
Moreover, as her confessor, he can request a private 
interview with the Donna Beatrice whenever he feels 
so disposed, and be sure that it will be granted him. 
Now, my idea is that you should impersonate this 
pious man, and so gain access to the Pilano palace. 
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You are of about the same height and build, and, if 
you can manage to keep your face concealed, might 
easily pass for Fra Nicolino. The hood of the Carmel- 
ite habit that I shall provide for you will enable you to 
hide your features easily." 

"But my voice," objected Barnabas. "How can I 
disguise that?" 

"By keeping silent. Speak only when you are com- 
pelled to. Seem preoccupied in prayer; for Fra 
Nicolino is a very devout man. Remember also to 
walk slowly and with downcast face, for so the good 
monk carries himself." 

"I will do as you tell me," said Barnabas. 

"Having passed into the Pilano palace," resumed 
Vecchio, "ask to be shown to the apartments of the 
Donna Beatrice, stating that you desire to see her in 
private. They will imagine you have come to con- 
fess her, and you will not be denied." 

"And then?" 

"After that you will have to depend upon your own 
wits." 

After pondering upon these instructions Barnabas 
inquired : 

"When shall I start on the adventure?" 

"Tonight, if you will," replied Vecchio. "It is still 
early, and the Pilano palace is not far from here. Be- 
sides, it is in the evening that Fra Nicolino usually 
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visits his penitent, and your appearance will seem per- 
fectly natural." 

"But the disguise?" pursued Barnabas. "Can you 
procure me that tonight?" 

The old man smiled upon him patronizingly. 

"Wait here till I return," he said. 

And leaving the room, he came back presently bear- 
ing in his arms a brown and white habit of the Car- 
melite order. 

"I had a lodger," he explained, "who wore this cos- 
tume at the carnival last year. It was an unholy prank 
to masquerade in such a guise, was it not ? He disap- 
peared some months ago, perhaps with the help of an 
assassin — for he had enemies — and left me these gar- 
ments in lieu of an unsettled score." 

While speaking he assisted Barnabas in adjusting 
the monkish habit to his person, and then drew back a 
few paces to study the effect of the disguise. It was 
apparently satisfactory; for he chuckled, rubbed his 
bony hands together, and exclaimed delightedly : 

"Why, signor, you might deceive Fra Nicolino's own 
brethren !" 

Then, thrusting a missal into the hands of the dis- 
guised knight, and warning him to be assiduous in his 
pretended devotions, he embraced him with the ten- 
derness of a father and conducted him to the door of 
his dwellins. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

IN WHICH THE KNIGHT IS BROUGHT FACE TO FACE 

WITH DESTINY. 

On beholding a monk emerge from the portal 
through which he had seen his master pass but a half 
hour before, the gondolier, who was waiting on the 
landing outside, fell on his knees at the holy man's 
feet, crying : 

"Your blessing, padre !" 

The monk laughed in his cowl. 

"What, you do not know me, Martin?" he whisper- 
ed. "This is indeed a good omen ; for, if you fail to 
recognize me, so will others." 

Martin sprang to his feet in astonishment. 

"By all that's holy!" he cried excitedly. "What 
madness are you embarked in now. Captain Barna- 
bas?" 

"Hush!" whispered the knight, casting a nervous 
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glance around. "Remember that in Venice even the 
stones have ears." 

Then, drawing near the trembling squire, he added 
in rapid undertones : 

"I have assumed this disguise because I have busi- 
ness of the utmost importance to transact, and can 
trust no one to execute it in my stead. Time presses, 
and I must act promptly, or fail in my design. Do 
you know the way to the Pilano palace?" 

"Yes ; but surely you are not going there ?" groan- 
ed Martin. 
1 am. 

"Then you will be going to certain death. Signor 
Pilano will have you assassinated by his servants." 

"Provided he discovers me," said Barnabas. 

"But he will discover you," protested Martin. "Do 
you think, because I did not recognize you in the dark- 
ness, that you can venture into the lighted halls of a 
palace ?" 

"Silence!" whispered his master, imperiously. "It 
is not your business to question me, sirrah, but to 
obey." 

With these words he entered the pavilion of the 
gondola, and, motioning his squire to take his place at 
the oar : 

"To the Palazzo Pilano !" he commanded sternly. 
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A moment afterwards the gondola swung out from 
the landing, and proceeded awkwardly along the Ca- 
nale San Theodoro to its destination. 

Although Martin had practised nightly on the canals 
since coming to Venice, in order to be prepared for 
just such an emergency as the present one, he was far 
from being proficient with the oar, as has been seen. 
Moreover, he was obliged to exercise extreme caution 
to avoid colliding with gondolas coming from an op- 
posite direction. His progress was, therefore, slow, 
and, notwithstanding the shortness of the distance he 
had to travel, it was after nine o'clock before he reach- 
ed that busy quarter of the city in which stood the 
Pilano palace. 

Like the Palazzo Guerini, this edifice was situated on 
the Canale of San Marco, and had a small water gate 
that opened upon a narrower canal on one side. It 
was towards the latter entrance that Martin steered 
his course. As he drew near it, the city seemed to 
waken from its slumber. The melody of music was 
rife upon the water; gondolas glided hither and 
thither along the shadowed canals; while laughter 
and song echoed among the arches of the palaces. 
The neighboring Square of St. Mark was still bril- 
liant with lights and gay with a multitude of unwear- 
ied revelers. 
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At last the gondola swept like a black phantom un- 
der the low arch of the water gate, and Barnabas 
sprang out upon the landing. 

Observing his religious habit, the menial who was 
stationed there to guard the door dropped on his 
knees to crave a blessing, and then swung the door 
wide open, announcing : 

"The Fra Nicolino !" 

Barnabas pulled his cowl well forward, bent his face 
towards the floor in an attitude of devotion, and en- 
tered the brilliantly lighted hall. Immediately a score 
of servants flocked around him to bend the knee and 
ask a benediction of the holy Fra Nicolino. He made 
the sign of the cross above their heads, muttered ^'Pax 
vobiscum/' and passed on, diligently reading his mis- 
sal. Presently he reached the foot of a marble stair- 
case, and there encountered a page in gorgeous livery. 

"The Donna Beatrice awaits me!" he said boldlv, 
and motioned the page to lead on. 

The latter conducted him up the great stairs, along 
a splendid gallery to the rear of the palace, and, draw- 
ing aside a curtain of rich tapestry, introduced him 
to the waiting room of his young mistress. 

"Enter, good padre, and be seated!" he said. "I 
will inform the Donna Beatrice that you have come." 

"So far safe!" muttered Barnabas, when the page 
had retired. 
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He was gazing in admiration at the exquisite ap- 
pointments of the chamber ; at the beautiful hangings, 
the soft Venetian lamps, the gaily tesselated floor, and 
the delicately fashioned furniture, reflected and mul- 
tiplied in a dozen crystal mirrors that hung upon the 
walls, when a curtain of silk was brushed aside with 
a gentle rustle, and a young lady made her appearance. 

As she swept gracefully into the apartment, and the 
mellow lamplight fell upon her face and figure, Bar- 
nabas was overwhelmed with amazement. 

For before him stood the maiden he adored. 

Her magnificent hair hung in luxuriant abandon 
over her shoulders, her face was as white as alabaster 
and infinitely pathetic in the hopelessness of its ex- 
pression, and there was a despairing glitter in her large 
brown eyes that even the mist of tears did not obscure. 

"Padre, your benediction!" She murmured in her 
sweet low voice, as she fell on her knees at the feet of 
the supposed Carmelite. 

Barnabas drew back shuddering; for it seemed 
that an icy hand was clutching at his heart. Must he 
rescue his own beloved for another ? What a mockery 
of Fate! For a moment the agony of his soul was 
unbearable ; then, realizing that he must continue the 
deception he had begun, he controlled his feelings with 
a mighty effort, and muttered a pax vobiscum with a 
great show of devotion. 
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"Fra Nicolino," said the girl as she arose to her 
feet, "what has brought you here tonight? I did not 
expect you." 

Resolved to deal honorably with Prince Angelo, even 
at the cost of his own happiness, the knight conducted 
her to a cushioned seat in the embrasure of a window, 
and answered in tones tremulous with emotion : 

"I have come here in your interest, child, at the 
command of one who is dear to you." 

At the sound of his strange voice, she sprang to her 
feet in alarm, crying: 

"Why, this is not Fra Nicolino. May the Saints 
protect me !" 

Fearing she might call aloud for help, Barnabas 
implored her to be calm. 

"Contain yourself, my lady !" he exclaimed in a pas- 
sionate undertone. "For the love of God, be quiet, or 
we are lost! 'Tis true I am not the Fra Nicolino; 
nevertheless I am your devoted servant, and have ven- 
tured here to conspire with you for your happiness." 

There was something so compelling in his voice and 
manner that her fears were in a measure allayed, ob- 
serving which the knight threw back his cowl and 
continued earnestly: 

"You will doubtless pardon my presumption wKen 
you learn from whom I come." 
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She looked at him, recognized him, and blushed 
crimson with indignation. 

"If you came from the Doge himself," she cried, 
"I would not pardon this intrusion on my privacy," 

"But if I came from the Prince of Frescia?" 

She was all a tremble in an instant. 

"What do you mean ?" she asked eagerly. 

"That I have been sent here by Prince Angelo," he 
answered ; "that I am his friend and, therefore, yours." 

"What, you are Prince Angelo*s friend?" she mur- 
mured, her eyes fairly dancing with excitement, "and 
are here at his command ?" 

The knight bowed his head in assent. 

"Ah, then my letter reached him!" she exclaimed 
with an ineffable smile. "I feared that it had gone 
astray." And, returning to her seat by his side, she 
added anxiously, "What commands did he give you?" 

"He told me," answered Barnabas, "that you were 
about to be forced into a detestable marriage, and urg- 
ed me to save you from such a fate." 

*But how?" she inquired passionately. "By Our 
Blessed Lady, how ?" 

"We must devise a means together," said Barnabas. 
"Indeed, it was for that purpose that I ventured 
hither." 

"How brave of you to incur such peril for my sake 1" 
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she murmured sweetly, "and how noble of dear 
Angelo not to abandon me in my need !" 

Barnabas continued : 

"It is my intention, noble lady, to flee with you from 
the Lagunes, and conduct you safely to Frescia, where 
Prince Angelo is anxiously awaiting your arrival to 
make you his wife." And he added deferentially, 
"That is, if you are still of the same mind that prompt- 
ed you to write the prince to save you from your ap- 
proaching marriage." 

"I have not changed," she said. "I am betrothed 
to Angelo, and would gladly follow him into the des- 
erts of Africa, for I love him. Yes," she continued 
with flashing eyes and glowing cheeks, "I love him ; and 
rather than wed Christoforo Donato, I will kill myself 
on the steps of the altar." 

Her expressions of love for Prince Angelo pierced 
the heart of Barnabas like a knife, and there was a 
strange tremor of pain in his voice as he answered : 

"With God's help we will prevent that, my lady. I 
have with me in Venice many stout hearts and willing 
hands to assist in your escape." 

"Have you decided upon a plan for my rescue?" she 
asked. 

"If I had you safely out of your father's palace, I 
would know how to answer that question." 
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'Then let us invent a way of getting me out." 

Saying which the Donna Beatrice rested her delicate 
chin between her shapely little hands and began to re- 
flect deeply. 

Having a quick wit, she was not long in reaching 
a solution of the problem. Suddenly she raised her 
face, and, turning to Barnabas with a triumphant 
smile, cried joyously: 

"I have it ! I can leave the palace, as you entered it, 
in disguise.'* 

"Do you mean that you will play the monk ?" asked 
Barnabas in astonishment. 

His stupidity caused her to laugh and blush at the 
same time. 

"There are more disguises than one, signor," she 
answered. "I fear that my modesty would betray 
me were I to try on man's attire. Therefore, I will 
change places with my faithful governess, and go 
abroad in the character of the Donna Bianca. Can 
you arrange to have a gondola call for me ?" 

"Yes, my lady." 

"When?" 

"At any hour that you say." 

"Then have it call at the water gate on the small 
canal tomorrow evening at eight. Instruct your gon- 
dolier to inquire at the door for a lady called the 
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Donna Bianca, await at the landing until a veiled 
woman makes her appearance, and, after she has en- 
tered his boat, row her off to some rendezvous of your 
appointment. And in order that I may know your 
gondolier," she added, taking a bracelet from her arm 
and handing it to Barnabas, "give him this trinket to 
slip over my wrist as a token that he comes from you." 

"And then?" 

"You will escape with me from Venice, signor. I 
trust you can make all necessary arrangements by that 
time?" 

"You can trust me." 

At that instant they heard footsteps approaching 
along the gallery. 

"Some one comes !" whispered Barnabas aghast. 

"Then up with your cowl, signor! Be quick! Be 
quick!" gasped Beatrice. "Remember, you are a 
priest, and I am a penitent. They will not dare disturb 
us at confession." 

While speaking she fell on her knees at the side of 
Barnabas, and bowed her head in an attitude of sor- 
row. 

"Alas, padre! I have sinned, I have sinned," she 
moaned, raising her voice so that the person approach- 
ing the chamber might hear her. 

"Then why not resort to me, your chosen confes- 
sor?" said a solemn voice from the threshold. 
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"It is Fra NicoHno. We are lost!" whispered the 
Donna Beatrice in an agony of terror. 

Barnabas sprang quickly to his feet, and, turning 
toward the intruder, found himself standing face to 
face with the Carmelite monk he was impersonating. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

RELATING TO AN UNEXPECTED ALLY. 

Before Barnabas and the Donna Beatrice could re- 
cover from their surprise at his sudden appearance, the 
Carmelite advanced boldly into the chamber, and said 
sternly : 

"What is the meaning of this clandestine meeting?'* 

"Do you not think it presumptuous, brother, to in- 
terfere with my priestly duties ?" asked Barnabas with 
an attempt to re^in his composure. 

The Carmelite turned upon him with an austere 
frown. 

"It certainly would be, sirrah, were you really what 
you pretend to be," he said ; "but I know you for an 
imposter, and not a priest." Then, suddenly assuming 
a threatening attitude, he demanded harshly: "Come 
ser, what madness induced you to venture here in this 
masquerade? If you have aught to say in extenuation 
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of such conduct, speak! ere I hand you over to the 
servants of the house." 

Realizing that the monk had penetrated his disguise, 
and that further pretense was useless, all the instincts 
of the trained soldier were aroused in the breast of the 
knight, and he was meditating a desperate dash for 
liberty, when Beatrice Pilano suddenly came to his res- 
cue. Approaching^ the Carmelite, she looked up plead- 
ingly into his face, crying: 

"Oh, my good Fra Nicolino! my kind, gentle 
padre! Do not betray this noble signor, I implore 
you !" 

The Carmelite's face softened and tears welled up 
in his eyes. 

"Oh, my daughter," he said with a sorrowful shake 
of the head, "what am I to think of this ? What am I 
to think?" 

"Nothing that is unworthy of you, padre mio," re- 
plied the girl. "Certainly nothing that is unjust to 
your little Beatrice and this true, brave man. When 
I tell you that he is risking his life, like a chivalrous 
Christian knight, for my sake, you will believe me, 
will you not? Of course you will. You must believe 
me; for you know I would scorn to deceive you, 
padre mioJ* 

While she was pleading thus on his behalf, her head 
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thrown back, her cheeks flushed and her dark eyes 
beaming eloquently, Barnabas was entranced with her 
earnestness. 

"My daughter," said the Carmelite, evincing by his 
altered tone that he also was not proof against her fas- 
cination, "I am willing to believe you, and, if I have 
done this cavalier an injury, to crave his pardon. But 
there is a mystery here which I have not the wit to 
solve. You say that this man is risking his life for 
your sake. Why? Come, trust in me, my child! I 
am your spiritual father, and, if I can do aught in con- 
science to advance your happiness, I will do so." 

"God bless you for those v;ords !" exclaimed the girl 
ardently. "I knew you would not deliver this true 
man over to my father's fury without granting me a 
hearing. And yet," she added tremulously, "I almost 
fear to tell you what brought him here disguised." 

"If he is guilty of no wrong," said Fra Nicolino re- 
assuringly, "you have nothing to fear from me. Come, 
tell me your entire story without reserve and, perhaps, 
I may be able to help you." 

While speaking he led her back to the window-seat, 
placed himself beside her, and encouraged her to pro- 
ceed with a paternal smile. 

Then, in quick, impassioned undertones, she re- 
vealed to him the secret of her life. She told him of 
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her love for Prince Angelo, and of the latter's love 
for her ; of their mutual vows of fidelity, and of their 
constancy to each other through three long years of 
separation. She explained how the Prince of Frescia 
had been driven from the Venetian court through the 
machinations of unknown enemies, and how he could 
not return to sue for her hand without imperiling his 
life. For Venice, wishing to possess herself of his 
dominions, chose to regard him as a usurper. This 
he had told her in secret letters. She then passed on 
to her father's determination to force her into a mar- 
riage with the aged Christoforo Donato, in order to 
prop up the tottering fortunes of his house with the 
old man's wealth, and so augment his influence in the 
republic. 

"But I detest the alliance!" she cried vehemently. 
"I fell on my knees at my father's feet and begged 
him not to sacrifice me to his ambition. But it was 
in vain. He vowed the wedding should take place, 
and I was utterly helpless to oppose him. I had but 
one resource left, and I availed myself of it. I wrote 
to Prince Angelo, informing him of my desperate 
plight, and imploring him to hasten to my rescue. It 
was, perhaps, an immodest act, but what else could I 
do? From the first I feared my letter might not reach 
the prince, and of late this fear was fast becoming a 



82 THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY. 

certainty. But, thanks be to God ! my letter did reacK 
him, and he has sent me aid in the person of this noble 
stranger." 

During the recital of her story, the Carmelite's face 
expressed a variety of emotions. At times he smiled, 
at others frowned, and again his sallow cheeks glowed 
and his eyes grew moist with sympathy. It was evi- 
dent that his interest was deeply aroused. 

When she paused he shook his head solenmly and 
said: 

"This is indeed a very grave affair." 

Then he pondered for some time, and finally turned 
to Barnabas, asking: * 

"Why did you venture here, signor? And what are 
your intentions ?" 

"I came here to inform the Donna Beatrice of my 
presence in Venice, and to concert with her a plot for 
her rescue," answered Barnabas. "My intentions are 
to save her from her father's designs and to conduct 
her safely to Frescia." 

"And so you thought it justifiable to impersonate 
me, the girl's confessor, in order to gain admittance 
to her presence?" 

"I acknowledge the stratagem." 

"Well, I forgive you," said the Carmelite kindly; 
"but let me warn you that you are not likely to leave 
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this place as easily as you entered it. The servants 
are already aware that two monks answering to the 
name of Fra Nicolino are within the palace. I heard 
them commenting on the mystery as I passed through 
the halls." 

"But you will help him, padre," interposed Beatrice 
anxiously. "Surely you will not allow so brave a 
man to fall into their hands?" 

"That depends," said the Carmelite coldly. "The 
signor has just told me," he continued, "that he has 
come here to concert a plot with you for your escape. 
Now, my sympathies are entirely with you, daughter, 
and I am willing to connive at it; for I hold that 
your enforced marriage to Christoforo Donato would 
be a crime. But I must first know the nature of the 
plot and the character of the man who will have you 
in charge. For aught I know he may be a mere ad- 
venturer." 

"I approve your caution, padre," said Barnabas, 
"and fortunately I have that with me which I think 
will convince you of my honor." 

Here he thrust his hand into his bosom, and drew 
forth a medal which he handed to Fra Nicolino, say- 
ing: 

'That was conferred upon me for my services 
against the Turks." 
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Fra Nicolino examined the medal a moment, and 
then said slowly : 

"This is the Pope's decoration. And I see here the 
name Barnabas. Surely you are not the famous con- 
dottier e of that name? 

"You have guessed it, padre 

Then you can count upon me as your ally, signor, 
cried the monk with enthusiasm. "We Carmelites owe 
much to Captain Barnabas, for he once saved our no- 
vitiate from destruction. And now, signor," he added, 
as he handed back the medal, "explain to me the nature 
of your plot." 

Barnabas told him that, on the following evening, 
the Donna Beatrice proposed leaving the palace, dis- 
guised as the Donna Bianca, and that his gondola 
would be waiting at the water-gate to receive her. 

"I will have everything arranged for our flight," he 
added, "so that, as soon as she has escaped from her 
father's palace, we can start for Frescia without de- 
lay.'' 

The Carmelite shook his head dubiously. 

"Your plot seems a fair one," he said, "and yet it 
IS lacking in one all important element." 

"And what may that be?" inquired Barnabas. 

"A pretext. Let me explain my meaning. A gon- 
dola is to call at the palace tomorrow evening, osten- 
sibly for the Donna Bianca. But for what purpose? 
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Is the Donna Bianca accustomed to have mysterious 
gondolas call for her at any hour? Or to go abroad 
without a sufficient reason?" 

"I never thought of that," murmured Beatrice dis- 
consolately. 

"I believe you, my daughter," said Fra Nicolino 
kindly. "You had the wit to invent the plot, but lack- 
ed the cunning to render it plausible. But in this re- 
spect, perhaps, I can aid you. The Donna Bianca has 
a friend, Taddeo Vecchio, living on the Canale San 
Theodoro, has she not ?" 

"Yes, padre." 

"Whom she visits very frequently, I believe?'* 

"True." 

"So she has often told me. Well, I will see that 
old man tomorrow, tell him to feign sickness, and send 
for the Donna Bianca to come to him. Contrive if 
you can to have his request made known to the ser- 
vants, so that they will be prepared for her going in 
the evening. When the proper time comes, your gon- 
dola will leave Vecchio's house, signor, and call here 
with an urgent summons for the Donna Bianca to 
visit her sick friend at once. Your gondolier must 
represent that he is dying. You have a man in your 
employ who can be trusted, no doubt?" 

"I would trust Martin with my life," replied Bar- 
nabas. 
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"Then everything should go off smoothly. In the 
mean time, the Donna Beatrice can instruct her gover- 
ness what to do to prevent discovery, and you can de- 
pend upon me to be here in the evening to play my 
part in guarding against any possible mishaps. Do 
we understand one another?" 

"Perfectly." 

"Then it is time for us to separate." 

He arose, and, motioning the knight to precede him, 
said : 

"I will wait here. Captain Barnabas, until I know 
that you have left the palace in safety. Go in the 
same manner that you came; but, if you should meet 
with interference, do not forget that you are a Carmel- 
ite, if not the Fra Nicolino. Your holy habit may pro- 
tect you from violence." 

"I will remember, good padre," said Barnabas. 

And, resuming his cowl and missal, he passed out in- 
to the gallery. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

IN WHICH THE CHURCH PROVES CRAFTIER THAN 

THE STATE. 

With his head bowed and his face buried in his book, 
Barnabas proceeded slowly along the gallery to the 
head of the great staircase. 

There he paused for a moment to cast a furtive 
jglance below, and, seeing the page who had conducted 
him to the apartments of the Donna Beatrice, began to 
descend the steps with a feeling of trepidation. When 
he had reached a point about midway down the flight, 
the page ascended towards him and blocked his way. 

"Your pardon, padre!" he said with an obsequious 
bow. "Pray lift your cowl !" 

Pretending not to hear him, Barnabas endeavored to 
pass on ; but the page laid a detaining hand upon his 
arm, and repeated urgently : 

"Pray lift your cowl, padre !" 
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But Barnabas continued to read his missal devout- 
ly, and proceeded on his way. 

"If you be the Fra Nicolino," cried the page fol- 
lowing him, "you will comply with my request." 

Barnabas kept on descending. 

At the foot of the stairs his progress was barred by 
two sedate personages in senatorial robes. He glanced 
at them over his book, and his heart stopped beating, 
for he recognized the two grave senators who had 
been present during his interview with the Doge. 

"Good evening, Fra Nicolino!" said the one who 
had then answered to the name of Pilano. "Surely 
you will not pass us by without returning our saluta- 
tion?" 

Still keeping his face concealed in his cowl, Barna- 
bas muttered a "pax vobiscum," made a low obeisance, 
and attempted to pass beyond them. 

"Hold, good padre!" exclaimed Pilano, bringing 
forward the aged senator who was with him. "Here 
is the noble Signor Christoforo Donato, the prospective 
husband of your spiritual ward. It will give me 
pleasure to introduce you." 

"And I will esteem it an honor to know so holy a 
man," put in Donato. 

What was Barnabas to do? 

He could not insult Pilano by paying no heed to his 
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words; and yet it was out of the question for him 
to submit to the introduction. In this dilemma he re- 
sorted to the expedient of a compromise. 

He paused, turned towards Donato, made a respect- 
ful bow, and again endeavored to proceed. 

At this critical moment the page drew near Pilano, 
and whispered something in his ear. 

"Can it be possible?" he cried suspiciously; then, 
turning to Barnabas, he said authoritatively, "If you 
be indeed the Fra Nicolino, reveal yourself! I have 
learned that two monks of that name have entered 
my palace tonight, and am determined to ascertain 
which is the impostor. Come, sir monk, answer me I 
Are you the Carmelite?" 

Realizing now that boldness alone could avail, and 
remembering Fra Nicolino's warning, Barnabas sud- 
denly threw back his cowl, and, turning upon Pilano a 
stem look, exclaimed : 

"Yes, I am the Carmelite !" 

The audacity of the act overwhelmed Pilano with 
surprise. For a moment he remained speechless ; then, 
recovering his self command, he called out to the ser- 
vants in the hall: 

"This man is an impostor. Seize him !" 

Immediately the servants sprang forward to do 
their master's bidding; and, as they came running 
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from all direcdoos to surround him, the knight re- 
treated to one of the marble stairposts, and foced 
around to receive them. 

Forttmately he had not come into the palace un- 
armed. Beneath his friar's hatnt he wore a belt con- 
taining a rapier and a stiletto. He was about to draw 
them with the intention of fighting his way through 
his assailants to the water gate, when a voice cried out 
from the head of the stairs in tones of thunder : 

"Touch that monk at your peril !" 

The servants stopped in their tracks. All eyes were 
turned instantly in the direction of the speaker, and 
behold, Fra Nicolino standing at the top of the flight, 
gazing down upon the scene of tumult below, the em- 
bodiment of wrath! ^ 

Pilano was the first to recover from the astonish- 
ment produced by this dramatic interruption. 

"Do you presume to question my orders, padre?" 
he demanded angrily. 

Fra Nicolino looked down upon him with a sover- 
eign glance. 

"What business have laymen with the concerns of 
the Carmelites ?" he replied haughtily. "It is suflicient 
that my brother came here to confer with me. Let 
him pass on!" 

Even the proud Pilano dared not contradict that 
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mandate; for there was an implied threat in the 
priest's words and an authority in his manner as he 
uttered them that compelled obedience. 

"Since Fra Nicolino vouches for the character of 
our uninvited guest/' he said suavely, "he may go his 
way." 

Barnabas was not slow in availing himself of this 
permission. He cast a grateful glance up at his pre- 
server, a contemptuous look upon the abashed ser- 
vants, and, with a bow of mock reverence to the two 
grave senators, quickly departed from the palace. 
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CHAPTER X. 

WHEREIN THE KNIGHT PREPARES TO EXECUTE HIS 

MISSION. 

At the water gate Barnabas found Martin awaiting 
him, and, drawing him aside, whispered hurriedly : 

"To the Palazzo Guerini without delay!" — then as 
an afterthought — "But hold! it were, perhaps, best 
to make a detour thither, as spies may be placed upon 
my track." 

In exercising this precaution, Martin deemed it ad- 
visable to thread so many narrow canals, and to pur- 
sue such a zig-zag course, that it was close to midnight 
before they reached home. 

Stephano was at the landing to greet them. 

"I am glad you have returned, signor," he said, dart- 
ing a glance full of suspicion at his master's monkish 
habit; "for I confess your long absence alarmed me." 

"Pray do not concern yourself on my account," re- 
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plied Barnabas. "I am well able to take care of my- 
self, I assure you." 

"True; but you are a stranger in Venice, signor, 
and are not yet acquainted with its dangers." 

Knowing that the man's solicitude was affected, 
Barnabas searched his lean visage with a penetrating 
look, and asked : 

'Have you anything further to say to me?" 
'Yes, eccellensa, I would ask your permission to 
visit my father tomorrow morning. I have received 
word that he is ill." 

So it appeared that it was not through anxiety on 
his master's behalf, but to ask this favor that Stephano 
had sat up so late. Barnabas could not help laughing 
at his duplicity, and, although he knew that he was 
lying about his father, he granted his request, arguing 
that it would be just as well to have him out of the 
way on the morrow. A half hour later the knight was 
closeted in his chamber, surrounded by his faithful 
followers. He was pacing the floor, evidently en- 
grossed in thought, while they sat around regarding 
him in silence. 

Suddenly he turned on his heel and addressed them 
as follows: 

"My men, you doubtless have surmised that I did 
not bring you to Venice on a mere errand of pleasure, 
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or dse why should we have come here in disguise? 
No, we are here on a very perilous and delicate mis- 
sion, and the time has at last arrived for us to act. 
Just what this mission is, it is unnecessary to explain. 
It will be sufficient for you to know that it is a service 
of humanity and honor. I shall expect no questioning, 
but implicit obedience to my commands. Can I count 
on you to be vigilant and faithful ?" 
- The chorus of "Ayes" which arose in response to 
this question left no doubt as to the fidelity of his fol- 
lowers. 

"Very well, then," continued the knight, as he took 
a seat at a table, "I shall now proceed to issue my 
commands." 

He paused a moment reflectively, and then called 
upon Martin to approach. 

"As you are the only man among us who has the 
skill to row a gondola," he said, "I am obliged to place 
great responsibility upon your shoulders. Do you 
know of an island in the Lagunes called the Isle Di- 
avolo?" 

"Is it the one on which you left our comrade, Ru- 
fus?" 

"The same. Do you think you could find it?" 

"I remember its location well, captain. It is a good 
ten miles from here." 
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"Twenty miles there and back," said Barnabas. 
*'Do you think you could row that distance in a day?" 

"By starting early, yes." 

"And have strength to make another voyage on your 
return ?" 

'*Yes," answered Martin confidently. 

"Then listen to these directions carefully: Tomor- 
row morning before sunrise take your gondola and 
row to the Isle Diavolo. There seek out Rufus and 
inform him that the period of his exile has come to an 
end. Tell him that I will send him a felucca during 
the day in which he is to set sail immediately for the 
place where the rest of my company are in hiding. 
The spot was described to him; but, in case he may 
have forgotten it, remind him that his comrades are 
concealed in the marshes of the mainland, about twenty 
miles to the westward, at the base of a high promon- 
tory. Can you remember that ?" 

"Yes, captain." 

"Very well. Tell Rufus further that, on reaching 
his destination, he is to inform his comrades that it is 
my intention to join them during the night. I will 
come down the coast in a sailing vessel, with the fol- 
lowers who accompanied me to Venice, and, as it is 
probable that we shall be pursued, it is of the utmost 
importance that they have a sufficient number of 
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horses in readiness to insure our escape to Frescia. 
Let the horse which I am to ride be provided with a 
pillion for the accommodation of a lady, and let every 
man be armed to the teeth, as it is possible we may 
have to fight. Do you understand ?" 

Martin bowed his head in assent. 

"Grood," said Barnabas. "And now a word further. 
When you have delivered your message to Rufus, re- 
turn to the palace, come to this room, take this talis- 
man, which I will place in this drawer for safe keep- 
ing" — ^here he displayed a gold bracelet to the eyes of 
the attentive squire, and, going over to a cabinet, de- 
posited it in a compartment — "and row directly to the 
dwelling of Taddeo Vecchio. Wait there until after 
dark, and then proceed to the Pilano palace in time 
to reach the water gate at eight o'clock. Feign to be 
greatly excited, and tell the doorkeeper that you have 
called for the Donna Bianca to fetch her to the bed- 
side of her old friend, Taddeo Vecchio, who is dying. 
When the lady makes her appearance, slip the bracelet 
over her wrist, and she will enter your gondola in per- 
fect confidence." 

"And what next?" cried Martin, completely carried 
away by the romance of the adventure. 

"You will row as swiftly as you can to the Lido, 
where I will be awaiting you with a felucca," said 
Barnabas, fixing his eyes steadily upon him. 
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If the knight had shifted his gaze at that moment he 
might have seen a lean, cadaverous visage peering 
eagerly through the curtains of an anteroom. 

Having concluded his instructions to Martin, he 
called upon another of his followers to step forward. 

"Richard," he said, "I have observed in you the 
qualities of a commander, and, therefore, have selected 
you for the errand I am about to propose. Take twa 
comrades of your own choosing, and tomorrow, at 
noon, go in my six-oared gondola to the Lido. I will 
see that the boat is placed at your disposal. On ar- 
riving there," he continued, "inquire among the fish- 
ermen and traders for a fast sailing felucca that may 
be either purchased or hired. When you have procur- 
ed one, start immediately for the Isle Diavolo, take on 
board your comrade Rufus, whom I have left there,^ 
and obey his instructions to the letter. Be careful to 
see that you and your two companions are well armed, 
so that you can compel the captain of the felucca to do 
your bidding. That is all." 

When Richard had retired from his presence, he 
turned to the others, saying : 

"Comrades, do not imagine that I have slighted you, 
for I have not. On the contrary, I have reserved you 
for a most important service. Let me explain. Early 
tomorrow morning, ere Richard starts for the Lido, I 
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shall go there myself to purchase a felucca for my 
own use. To this vessel I shall transfer you all ere 
noon, and, if we do not convert it into a galley of war 
Tjefore sunset, it will not be through any fault of mine. 
You will have me as your commander through all that 
tnay follow, and will share with me victory or de- 
feat. Are you satisfied?" 

The men would have burst forth into a spontaneous 
sTiout of approval had not Barnabas restrained them. 
The conference being now at an end, he dismissed them 
from his presence, and , when he was alone, resumed 
his pacing of the floor, absorbed in anxious medita- 
tion. 

Alone ? 

No; for two keen eyes were upon him, watching his 
every movement through the curtains of the ante- 
JTOom. 



Meanwhile, in an upper chamber of the Pilano pal- 
ace, the two grave senators were conferring. 

"Christoforo," said Pilano suspiciously, "didst mark 
anything peculiar in that stranger monk ?" 

"Naught, save that he wore the Carmelite habit," 
replied the aged man. 

"I refer not to his habit, but to his countenance,'' 
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went on Pilano. "It struck me as familiar the very 
moment he uncowled his features. But it was not 
until after he had departed that I recognized him." 

"And who may he be ?" 

"The English traveler whom we met at the ducal 
palace." 

"Sir Richard Marsden ?" 

"The same." 

"Impossible !" 

"On the contrary, I not only recognized the imposter 
as the pretended English traveler, but also as the fam- 
ous condottiere, Captain Barnabas." 

"What, the fiery knight who once served Venice 
against Padua?" 

"That is the man. When I first laid eyes on him, 
I thought I had seen him before, but could not quite 
place him. Tonight my memory returned to me." 

Donato regarded his friend with a glance in which 
amazement and cunning were blended, and asked sus- 
piciously : 

"What can be his mission in Venice, think you?" 

"That yet remains a mystery; but the state will 
soon ascertain it, you may be sure." 

"Do you mean through our spies ?" 

"I do. As a member of the Council of Ten, you 
should know, Christoforo, that every stranger who 
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comes to Venice is closely watched. There are at 
present in the Palazzo Guerini two faithful agents of 
the council, who keep this pretended English traveler 
under constant surveillance. When they discover 
something compromising concerning him, he will be 
immediately apprehended." 

"But is it not a sufficient cause for arrest that he is 
here in disguise ?" asked Donato. 

"What a question for a Venetian senator to ask!" 
exclaimed Pilano with a pitying smile. "Did it never 
occur to you, Christoforo, that this Captain Barnabas 
may be the secret agent of some foreign state ? And 
would it not be premature to arrest him before dis- 
covering the designs of his employers ?" 

"Ah, Anafesto," returned the aged senator admir- 
ingly, "what a wise head you have for state aflfairs! 
It is delightful to listen to your discourse." 

Suddenly his entire aspect changed, and, peering into 
Pilano's face with an expression of fear and mistrust, 
he asked in a quavering whisper : 

"What brought him here disguised tonight? An- 
swer me that, Anafesto!" 

Signor Pilano knit his brows perplexedly, and 
answered : 

"That is another mystery." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

CONCERNING THE COUNTERPLOT OF TWO VENETIAN 

• SPIES. 

As Barnabas paced the floor of his chamber he felt 
like one in whom all joy of life is crushed. For he 
realized that his love was hopeless. 

To adore one who belongs to another— can any mis- 
ery be greater? 

In the blindness of his passion the knight had 
planned ineffable things for the future, and now saw 
nothing ahead of him but the old life of isolation, war 
and hardship. For a brief period he had lived in a 
paradise of dreams, only to be plunged at last into the 
bottomless abyss of despair. He was heartbroken. 
But this was not all. 

As a climax to his misery, Fate had decreed that 
he must be the instrument of his own undoing. He 
must be the deliverer and then the guardian of the 
woman he adored, imtil he should surrender her into 
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the arms of a rival, and, moreover, a rival for whotn '- 
she had avowed an ardent love. At the mere thought 
of it his heart was torn with jealousy. 

If he had been a less honorable man he might have. V, 
been tempted to abandon his mission, or to betray 
Prince Angelo; but with Barnabas fidelity in friend-- 
ship was an article of religion. What though the ; 
paths of his and Prince Angelo's destiny had crossed 
each other! Was that a sufficient reason to absolve 
him from the fulfillment of his trust? No; he had 
engaged in an errand for his friend and would faith- 
fully perform it, even though it were at the sacrifice 
of all that made life worth living. 

Having arrived at this lofty frame of mind, Barna- 
bas flung himself upon his couch and was soon fast 
asleep. 

About three o'clock in the morning, when his slum- 
bers were deepest, the curtain of the anteroom was 
drawn cautiously aside, and a hand appeared through 
the opening. 

The hand was presently followed by an arm, the 
arm by a shoulder, and finally a man's head pushed its 
way into the room. Slowly, silently, the intruder crept 
across the threshold, until his entire body had passed 
beyond the curtain. 

Then he paused, apparently to listen to the deep 
breathing of the sleeper. 
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On resuming his stealthy progress, the man headed 
Straight for the cabinet in which Barnabas had de- 
posited the bracelet. The moon was by this time slant- 
ing towards the west, and its rays, pouring through 
a window that opened upon the Canale of San Marco, 
cast a broad belt of light athwart the gloomy apart- 
ment. On reaching this belt the man paused, evi- 
dently debating in his mind ^whether he should go on 
with his mysterious errand, or abandon it and return 
whence he came. 

Suddenly a deep voice broke the silence of the 
chamber. 

The words were unintelligible',--bilt ■ they sent a 
violent tremor through the frame of the intruder. 
The next instant he sprang upright in the full light 
of the moon, and it could be seen that he grasped a 
glittering stiletto in his right hand. It could be seen 
also that the man was Stephano. For fully a minute 
he stood gasping and trembling in the silvery light ;^ 
then, realizing that the voice he had heard was but the 
mutterings of a dreamer, he placed the stiletto be- 
tween his teeth, dropped once more on hands and 
knees, and proceeded on his way. 

At last he arrived at the cabinet, and, again rising 
to his feet, began a hurried examination of its various 
compartments. They contained a few bundles of let- 
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tcrs, carefully tied together with strips of tape, nothing- 
more. His position of clerk to the establishment en- 
abled him to know just what they were. He next ap- 
plied himself to forcing open the little drawers. He 
inserted his stilletto between the frame and front of the 
Jargest box, and began to pry forward. 

To his surprise he found it unlocked. 

He pulled it from its frame, and searched eagerly 
among the contents for the bracelet. 

It was not there. 

Finding that all the other drawers were also un- 
locked, he submitted them in quick succession to the 
same scrutiny; tod, as his perilous task progressed, he 
became more and more conscious of the risk he was 
incurring, so that the papers they contained shook and 
rustled in his trembling hands. 

Finally, as he was rifling the contents of the smaller 
drawer, his fingers came in contact with something 
metallic. He drew it forth, and to his great joy dis- 
covered that it was the object of his search. Thrust- 
ing it quickly into his pocket, he resumed his crouch- 
ing attitude, and began his retreat towards the ante- 
room. Creeping a few feet forward, then pausing as 
before, he gradually made his way nearer and nearer 
to the curtain behind which he would find safety. 

At last he reached out and touched it with his hand. 
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Where is thy guardian angel, brave Barnabas ? And 
thine, fair Beatrice? Have they deserted ye both to 
the treachery of cunning spies ? 

The sleeper awakes suddenly with a start. 

He leaps from his bed. 

He glances towards the curtain. 

There is a slight rustling of its folds, nothing more. 

"Strange !" mutters the knight. "I thought I heard 
some one moving." 

And, returning to his couch, he slumbers peacefully 
until mom. 



Not so Stephano. 

On reaching the protection of the anteroom, the joy 
of his escape had rendered him for a moment careless, 
and, in passing through it to the gallery, he had over- 
turned a chair. It was the sound of its fall that had 
so rudely awakened Barnabas. When the spy had re- 
covered from the fright caused by this untoward inci- 
dent, he proceeded stealthily to the chamber of the 
cook, Giacomo, and, finding him in bed, awakened him 
with a gentle shake. 

"Arouse yourself, Giacomo," he whispered; "for 
I have come to command your assistance." 
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"My assistance?" repeated Giacomo sleepily. "In 
what, pray ?" 

"In a matter of grave import to the state, and, per- 
haps, of profit to ourselves," whispered Stephano. 

These words produced a wondrous eflfect upon the 
drowsy cook. He rose from his pillow, sat upright on 
the edge of his cot, and, assuming an attitude of keen 
attention, said: 

"Of profit to ourselves, Stephano? Explain!" 

The clerk sat down beside him, and there in the little 
chamber under the leaden roof, with their heads close 
together, and a stray moonbeam as their only light, 
the two state spies of Venice concocted a plot for their 
own private interests. 

Stephano began the dialogue. 

"Giacomo," he said, "you know how faithfully we 
have served the state these many years past, and how 
little we have gained by our fidelity." 

"Yes, I know," was the surly response. 

"And yet," continued Stephano, "Venice is wealthy, 
powerful, and well able to treat her servants more lib- 
erally. How say you ?" 

* 

"That she should have made us at least comfortable 
in our condition, if not rich," growled Giacomo. 

"Then you agree with me that we have been ill 
treated ?" 
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"I do." 

"And that we would be justified in making use of 
any secret knowledge we may obtain to turn an honest 
penny ?" 

"If we could do so without risking torture and 
death — ^yes." 

"Then attend to me. This night I made a discovery 
which should make us both rich for the rest of our 
lives. While prosecuting my investigations about the 
palace, I remained up until a late hour, and encounter- 
ed our English master at the door of the water gate 
just returning from an evening excursion on the 
canals. He was attired in the habit of a Carmelite, 
and had evidently been abroad on some mysterious 
errand." 

"Cospettor gasped Giacomo in amazement. 

"A half hour later," continued Stephano, "I dis- 
covered our English traveler and his servants in secret 
conference in his private chamber, and you may be sure 
I found a way of overhearing them. And mark ye, 
Giacomo, although these men claim to come from 
England, they spoke in excellent Italian, which proves 
beyond a doubt that, whatever their nationality, they 
have been for a very long time in Italy. But to come 
to the point. I had not listened long before I learned 
the object of their visit to Venice. They are not here 
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on a mere mission of pleasure, as they have given out, 
but to kidnap a young woman. It appears that this 
Sir Richard Marsden, the leader of the party, is deeply 
enamored of a Venetian lady of some consequence, 
and intends to elope with her tomorrow evening." 

"Did you learn her name ?" asked Giacomo. 

"She is the Donna Bianca who lives in the Pilano 
palace," said Stephano, falling into a very natural 
error. 

"Ah, I know her. She is governess to the Donna 
Beatrice, the senator's daughter. Gro on." 

"Well," resumed Stephano, "my plan is to prevent 
this elopement, and so be doing a pleasing thing to our 
present employer, Signor Pilano, while at the same 
time enriching ourselves." 

"I do not understand you," said Giacomo. "How 
can you prevent the elopement ?" 

"By kidnapping the lady ourselves, Giacomo. To- 
morrow evening at eight, one of Sir Richard Mars- 
den's men will call in a gondola at the little water gate 
of the Pilano palace, send a message to the Donna 
Bianca that her dear old friend, Taddeo Vecchio, is 
dying, and wait for her to appear upon the landing. 
Then he will slip a certain bracelet over her wrist as a 
token that he comes from her lover, and she will de- 
part with him in perfect confidence. 
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**Now, my plan is," continued Stephano, "to im- 
personate Sir Richard Marsden's gondolier, and call 
for the lady a few minutes before eight o'clock. When 
she has entered my boat, I will make off instantly to 
the house of our good friend, Carlo the fisherman, 
where you will be waiting to receive us. There we 
will keep the lady in strict seclusion, until we can exact 
a goodly sum from the Englishman for her ransom. 
Is my meaning plain ?" 

"But the bracelet?" asked Giacomo doubtfully. 
"How are you to procur that?" 

"I have it here," answered Stephano triumphantly, 
drawing the trinket he had stolen from his pocket and 
displaying it to the gaze of the astonished cook. "Will 
you assist me in the plot, Giacomo?" he asked after a 
pause. 

"Not unless you can assure me that I will not lose 
my head," answered the latter sullenly. 

"I can readily do that," said Stephano. 

"How?" 

"Why, after we have extorted the ransom, we can 
betray the Englishman to the council." 



110 THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY* 



CHAPTER XII. 

SHOWING WHAT DIRE RESULTS MAY ENSUE ON A MIN- 
UTE'S DELAY. 

Barnabas was up betimes the next morning; for 
he had much important business to transact before 
sundown. 

Having seen the faithful Martin off on his voyage 
to the Isle Diavolo, and Richard on his way to the 
Lido, to look among the fishing craft for a suitable 
felucca to send to the aid of Rufus, he entered a public 
gondola and proceeded to that part of the bay where 
the larger ships were moored. He had reserved for 
himself the important duty of selecting a vessel for the 
flight, because in this matter both judgment and cau- 
tion were necessary — ^judgment to choose a felucca of 
the requisite capacity and speed, and caution in order 
to avoid exciting the suspicions of the ever vigilant 
authorities. 

After making numerous inquiries among the various 
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skippers, he at last found a vessel to his liking, which 
fortunately was under no mercantile engagement. Its 
captain readily acceded to the terms he offered, and 
agreed to hold his ship in readiness to sail at a mo- 
ment's notice. The remainder of the day was occu- 
pied in transferring his followers, one by one, from 
the Palazzo Guerini to the vessel, and in making pre- 
parations for the voyage. Fortunately Stephano did 
tiot return from his pretended visit to his father, send- 
ing word that the good man had died that morning. 
As regards Giacomo, Barnabas kept him so busy at his 
duties, that he had little chance of observing the hurry 
and bustle of departure that was going on in the pal- 
ace. Barnabas was careful also to see that his six 
Venetian gondoliers were kept out of the way, after 
ihey had returned from the Lido, whither they had 
T)een sent with Richard, and had, therefore, every ' 
Tcason to believe that his doings were unobserved. 

At sundown he sent them on a distant mission to 
a remote part of the Lagunes, and then, giving Gia- 
como the leave of absence he had asked for, stood 
alone in his deserted palace. 

Strange that he should experience a feeling of sad- 
ness, now that the time had arrived for him to leave 
its halls and galleries! 

Yet so it was. 
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For a fleeting period he had played the part of a 
grand signor; he had indulged in all the pleasures of 
wealth and enjoyed all the power of position. He had 
reveled in a soldier's ideal holiday, and, now that it 
must come to an end, he could not help wishing that 
it might have lasted forever. And blended with this 
desire was another feeling. What if it had been his 
lot to be bom to wealth and power? What if he had 
been the real owner of a palace like the Palazzo Guer- 
ini — B, Venetian senator, for instance? Ah, then — ^but 
why indulge in a dream so extravagant? 

He was a wild soldier of fortune, trained for war, 
not for love, and must live out his destiny to the end. 

With thoughts like these surging through his brain, 
Barnabas passed out of the main portal of the Palazzo 
Guerini, and stood on the marble steps that descended 
into the Canale of San Marco, watching for a passing 
gondola. At last he descried one coming from the 
direction of the ducal palace, and beckoned the gon- 
dolier to approach. When the latter, in obedience to 
the signal, drew near, Barnabas hailed him with the 
cry: 

'Art for hire, sirrah?" 

'Yes, eccellenza," answered the man. 
Then I'll engage thee to row me to the Lido," said 
Barnabas, "and give thee a ducat for thy pains." 



it 

it* 



THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY. 1 1 3 

This munificent offer had the desired effect. The 
gondolier brought the boat up to the steps with a few 
skilful sweeps of his oar. Barnabas entered the pa- 
vilion, directed the man to row him to a certain trim 
felucca anchored among the larger vessels, and, a 
moment afterwards, was being borne away forever 
from the scene of his brief princely career. 

As he passed out of the Canale of San Marco, he 
observed another gondola in the act of entering it. 
One glance at the man who was laboring at the oar 
sufficed to inform him that he was Martin. The honest 
fellow was evidently just returning from the Isle Di- 
avolo, and Barnabas determined to ascertain how he 
had prospered on his mission. With this idea in view 
he ordered his gondolier to intercept him, and, when 
the two boats were alongside, called out in English : 

Well, did you find your comrade at his post?" 

'Yes, and overjoyed he was to see me," answered 
Martin in the same tongue. "He was almost crazed 
with the life he has been leading; but swore he would 
have remained faithful until death." 

"Did you deliver my message to him ?" 

"I did." 

"And what did he say?" 

"That he would do your bidding to the letter, cap- 
tain." 
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"Then," said Barnabas, "if Richard does not fail 
me, ail may go well." 

"He will not fail you," replied Martin, "for, while 
returning hither, I passed a felucca sailing towards 
the place whence I came, and in the stem sat Richard 
and his two comrades." 

"Good!" exclaimed Barnabas, adding, "And now, 
my brave fellow, all depends upon your skill and 
courage to make this adventure the most glorious we 
have ever undertaken. Farewell, and may God pros- 
per you !" 

With these words, he waved an adieu to his squire, 
and, commanding his gondolier to resume rowing, 
proceeded on his course. 

When his captain had departed, Martin returned 
to his oar and made his way along the Canale of San 
Marco towards the Palazzo Guerini. He had been 
provided with a key to the door opening upon the 
landing of the small water gate, and, rowing thither, 
he left his gondola, opened this door, and entered the 
palace. Proceeding immediately to his master's cham- 
ber, he went over to the cabinet and looked in the 
little drawer in which he had seen Barnabas place the 
bracelet that was to serve him as a talisman. 

The drawer was empty. 

"Strange !" he muttered. "I could swear I saw the 
captain put the trinket here." 
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Thinking that he might have been mistaken, how- 
ever, he ransacked all the other drawers and com- 
partments with the same result. 

What was he to do? 

It was evident that the bracelet had disappeared, 
and yet how could he hope to succeed in his under- 
taking without it? 

In this dilemma, his first thought was to make a 
thorough search of the chamber, in the hope of find- 
ing the article secreted in some other place; but he 
soon realized that this would require more time than 
he had at his disposal. It was already half past seven ; 
and, as he must go to Vecchio's house before proceed- 
ing to the Pilano palace, he had but a few minutes to 
spare at the most, if he would reach his destination at 
the appointed hour 

Should he go without the bracelet and trust to for- 
tune? 

No, he dared not do that. The hazard would be too 
great. For, if he appeared at the water gate of the 
palace without the talisman, it was more than probable 
that the Donna Bianca would refuse to enter his gon- 
dola, and, consequently, all the deep laid plans of Bar- 
nabas be frustrated. 

Fortunately Martin was a man of ready wit; so, 
although he was at first bewildered, he soon invented 
an expedient to help himself out of his difficulty. 
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If one bracelet cannot be procured," he mused, 
why not another? In the excitement and hurry of 
her departure the lady is not likely to mark whether 
it be of gold, silver or brass, or of one design or 
another. And certainly there are jewelers enough in 
Venice to furnish me the article I require." 

No sooner had this project entered his mind than he 
hastened to put it in execution. Leaving the palace 
he sprang into his gondola, rowed to the Square of St. 
Mark, where the shops were located, purchased a 
cheap copper bracelet from a Hebrew jeweler, and 
then made all possible haste to the house of Taddeo 
Vecchio. 

The scholar met him on the landing, and it was evi- 
dent that he was greatly perturbed. 

"From whom do you come?" he asked, as Martin 
rowed to the steps. 

"From Sir Richard Marsden, signor," answered 
Martin. 

"Then hasten to the Pilano palace," said the scholar, 
"and inform the Donna Bianca that her friend, Taddeo 
Vecchio is dying." 

"I know my message, signor." 

"And your duty as well ?" 
Yes, signor. 

Then be off, without an instant's delay, or youTl 
be late in reaching your destination." 
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Realizing that the scholar spoke the truth, Martin 
pushed out into the canal, and, bending to his oar with 
a will, soon reached the entrance to the narrow pas- 
sage that led to the water gate of the Pilano palace. 

As he turned into it the great clock of St. Mark's 
struck eight. 

"I'm late!" he exclaimed anxiously. For he knew 
that it would take him a minute at least to arrive at 
the water gate of the palace. 

A minute I 

'Twas but an insignificant loss of time on his part, 
and doubtless would have no effect upon the result of 
his mission; yet it caused him a strange uneasiness. 
And this anxiety was augmented when, on drawing 
near the water gate, he beheld a shadowy gondola 
emerge from it, and glide off silently and swiftly to- 
wards the Canale of San Marco. 

A moment afterwards his own boat passed under 
the archway and came to a stop beside the landing. 

Leaping out, he sprang up the steps to the door and 
knocked for admittance. His summons was quickly 
answered by the doorkeeper, who, regarding him with 
a supercilious expression, demanded his business. 

"I have come for the Donna Bianca," cried Martin, 
"to fetch her to the bedside of her friend, Taddeo Vcc- 
chio, who is dying." 
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"Indeed?" rettimed the dofxkeepcr moddng^y. 
''Why, a feOow of your ilk called for the lady but a 
moment ago, and toc^ her o£F in his goodobL" 

'"The Donna Bianca?" gasped Martin with a ter- 
rible sinking of the heart. 

"The Donna Bianca," echoed the doOTkeeper. 

And, before Martin could question him further, he 
slammed the door shut in his face. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

IN WHICH THE SITUATION BECOMES CRITICAL. 

While Martin was bemoaning the misfortune that 
had befallen him, the door of the palace reopened, and 
a Carmelite monk appeared upon the landing. 

It was the Fra Nicolino. 

He had been standing in the hallway, near the door, 
and had overheard every word of the dialogue between 
Martin and the doorkeeper. And as he had, but a 
minute before, seen the Donna Beatrice depart from 
the palace in a gondola that had called ostensibly to 
convey the Donna Bianca to Vecchio's dwelling, the 
appearance of a second gondola on the same errand 
aroused his suspicions. 

As soon as the door had closed behind him, there- 
fore, and they were alone, he turned to Martin with 
the question: 

"Tell me, my honest fellow, who sent you here ?"" 
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"The scholar, Vecchio," answered Martin. 

"Speak lower, or we may be overheard," said tKe 
monk, continuing, "On what errand did he send you?" 

"To fetch the Donna Bianca to his bedside, as he is 
dying," replied Martin. 

Now certain that treachery was abroad, and deter- 
mined to probe the matter to the bottom, Fra Nicolino 
suddenly changed his tone, and, fixing upon Martin 
a threatening glance, whispered sternly : 

"That is a lie. I left Vecchio's house but an hour 
ago, and he was in the best of health. Come, sirrah, 
answer my questions truthfully, or it will go hard with 
you ! Who employs you ?" 

Confronted with such a question, the Englishman 
was completely bewildered, and he cried out in his 
native language : 

"May St. Martin, my patron, help me out of this 
fix; for I can see no way out myself!" 

Fra Nicolino smiled grimly. 

"You need not answer," he said reassuringly, "for 
your tongue has betrayed you. You are in the em- 
ploy of the English condottiere, Barnabas. I am his 
friend, and you can, therefore, trust me. Tell me, how 
did it happen that you arrived here late tonight ?" 

Martin remained silent. 

"You need not fear me," went on the Carmelite ; "I 
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am in your captain's confidence and know all of his 
designs. Indeed, if you wish me to aid you in your 
present difiiculty, you must reply to what I ask." 

Realizing that he was known, and being in sore need 
of assistance and advice, Martin resolved to trust the 
Carmelite implicitly, 

"Well," said he, "since you are my captain's friend, 
and seem disposed to help me, I will tell you how I 
came to be detained." 

Then he related as briefly as possible the story of 
his search for the stolen bracelet, and of his visit to 
the Hebrew jeweler's to procure another to take its 
place. 

Fra Nicolino listened attentively, and, when he had 
finished, said: 

"It is apparent that Captain Barnabas has been har- 
boring traitors in his household. We must go to him 



at once." 



"Without the Donna Bianca?" asked Martin in af- 
fright. 

"That lady," returned the Carmelite with emotion, 
"is unfortunately in the power of others. Come, let 
us hasten to your master!" 

With these words he entered the pavilion of the 
gondola. Martin resumed his place at the oar, and, 
leaving the water gate, they were soon gliding along 
the Canale of San Marco to the Lido. 
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In the mean time Barnabas and his companions on 
the felucca were anxiously awaiting the arrival of his 
sqtiire and the Ek^ma Beatrice. True to his word, 
the skipper had prepared the little vessel for depart- 
ure at a moment's notice. Every stitch of canvas was 
in place, every rope stretched, so that the instant the 
lady was received on board, they could raise sail, lift 
anchor and put out to sea. 

Barnabas was sitting alone in the felucca's stem, 
scanning the waters of the bay in the direction of the 
city with eager eyes. St. Mark's great clock had struck 
eight some time before. It vras growing dark, and 
the full moon was b^^inning to assert its hallowing 
influence over the world. A few gay revelers were 
already abroad, and the music of their laughter ming- 
led agreeably with the melodious songs of the gon- 
doliers as they labored at their oars. 

All at once the knight descried a long, black gon- 
dola approaching the felucca from the Canale of San 
Marco. He gazed at it intently for some moments, 
and then, recognizing the peculiar, awkward motions 
that characterized the rowing of his squire, exclaimed 
with a sigh of relief ; 

"At last they have come !" 

Then he sought out the skipper, issued a few final 
commands to him in a low voice, and, returning to 
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his seat, awaited the gondola's arrival. When it graz- 
ed the felucca's side, he sprang forward to assist the 
Donna Beatrice on board. He leaned over the gun- 
wale, reached down, opened the pavilion of the gon- 
dola, and then 

He drew back with a cry of astonishment ; for, in- 
stead of the lady, a Carmelite monk came forth. 

Without an instant's hesitation he clambered on 
board the vessel, threw back his cowl, and revealed to 
the wondering gaze of the knight the ascetic counte- 
nance of Fra Nicolino. 

"Captain Barnabas," began the monk gravely, "I 
have come here to consult with you. Let us withdraw 
to a place where we can converse unheard." 

Utterly dumfounded at this unexpected change in 
the aspect of affairs, Barnabas conducted the Carmel- 
ite to a seat in the stern, and, sitting down beside him, 
asked anxiously : 

"Has our plot miscarried ?" 

"It has," was the solemn reply, "and, what is worse, 
the Donna Beatrice is in the hands of traitors." 

"In the hands of traitors?" cried Barnabas aghast. 
"What do you mean?" 

I mean," said Fra Nicolino in a quavering voice, 
that, while we were waiting the arrival of your gon- 
dola at the Pilano palace this evening, a strange boat 
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called at the water gate promptly on the stroke of eight, 
and carried the sweet young lady off — where God only 
knows." 

"But my man — Martin — where was he?" 

"He arrived just a minute too late." 

The knight's brow darkened wrathfully. 

"What, he failed me ?" he cried with a terrible oath. 
Then he shall answer for his tardiness with his life." 
Hold!" said the Carmelite persuasively. "You do 
your man an injustice. Restrain your anger until 
you have heard me through, and you will see that he 
was not to blame." 

Then he explained to Barnabas how the bracelet had 
been stolen from his cabinet, and how Martin had been 
obliged to lose much valuable time in searching among 
the shops for another. And he added : 

"Captain Barnabas, it is apparent that you have 
traitors among your servants. For the kidnapper of 
the Donna Beatrice was not only provided with the 
bracelet, but with the story we had agreed upon as 
well. He claimed to have been sent to the palace by 
the dying Vecchio to bring the Donna Bianca to his 
bedside. Have you any retainers in your employ whom 
you might suspect?" 

Barnabas pondered some time before replying. Then, 
with a spontaneous outburst of sudden conviction: 
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"Stephano is the traitor !" he cried passionately. "It 
is that crafty Venetian clerk who has betrayed me." 

"What, you had a Venetian in your employ?" ask- 
ed the monk quickly. 

"Aye, several." 

Fra Nicolino shook his head gravely. 

"Then the affair is even more serious than I 
thought," he said. 

'What do you mean ?" asked Barnabas. 

That you have been harboring state spies in your 
household." 

The knight started back in alarm ; for he fully rea- 
lized the significance of the Carmelite's conclusion. If 
it were correct, his true character and designs were 
already known to the Council of Ten, and he could 
hardly hope to escape from Venice with his life. 

The situation was indeed critical. 

True, if he left the Lagunes at once, he might still 
make off in safety; but he would rather perish tha« 
abandon the Donna Beatrice. He had pledged his 
honor to save her, and was resolved to abide by his 
word. Yet how was he to do so, not knowing where 
she was? Who were these mysterious strangers who 
had abducted her, and how did they get such a per- 
fect knowledge of his plans ? 

In vain did he and the Carmelite discuss the qucs- 
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tion of her whereabouts; in vain did they endeavor 
to formulate a project for her rescue. Three hours 
passed by without their being able to come to a decision 
— ^hours of fruitless conjecture and maddening inac- 
tivity. 

At last midnight arrived, and with it a visitor. 

The clock of St. Mark's was still striking the hour, 
when a gondola drew near, and a voice called over 
the water : 

"I bear a message for the English traveler. May I 
come aboard?" 

Barnabas glanced inquiringly at Fra Nicolino. 

"Receive him, by all means," said the monk curtly. 

Whereupon the knight called back an assent to the 
visitor's request, and the gondola came gliding over 
the water to the felucca's side. A moment afterwards 
its occupant boarded the vessel, and approached Bar- 
nabas and the Carmelite with an obsequious bow. 

Then it could be seen that he was attired in the garb 
of a fisherman, and that his face was masked. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

RELATING TO WHAT BEFELL THE DONNA BEATRICE. 

At an earlier hour that evening Beatrice Pilano and 
lier governess, the Donna Bianca, were sitting togeth- 
er in the girl's apartments, awaiting in great fear and 
trembling the arrival of the gondola that was to as- 
sist in her escape. 

"Bianca," said the girl earnestly, "I sincerely trust 
you will not be made to suffer for this act of mine." 

"Have no fear on that score, my sweet mistress," 
returned the governess fondly. "Fra Nicolino will 
find a mears to protect me, rest assured." 

"But your friend, the scholar Vecchio? It would 
grieve me deeply if any evil should befall him on my 
account." 

"The Fra Nicolino will protect him also, Beatrice 
mio. He has so promised." 

"Ah, but I doubt that he has the power," said the 
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girl anxiously. "He is only a simple churchman 
and " 

"The Superior General of the Carmelites," said Bi- 
anca, finishing the sentence. 

At that instant a mellow detonation sounded in their 



ears. 



Eight o'clock!" exclaimed Beatrice tremulously. 
"May the Holy Virgin and saints assist me now !" 

While she was speaking the curtains of the door 
communicating with the gallery were pushed aside, 
and Fra Nicolino entered the apartment. 

"There is a gondola below waiting for the Donna 
Bianca/' he announced in a loud tone of voice. 

Then, approaching his ward, and dropping his voice 
to a whisper: 

"Come, my child, the time for your deliverance is 
at hand,'* he said. 

The girl, who was already disguised to impersonate 
the Donna Bianca, immediately dropped a thick veil 
over her face, and followed him out into the gallery. 
The Carmelite conducted her quickly to the water gate 
of the palace, and saw her pass out upon the landing. 
He saw the masked gondolier who was waiting there 
slip a bracelet over her wrist, help her into the pavil- 
ion of his boat, take his place at the oar, and row out 
under the stone archway into the canal. 
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Then the door of the palace was closed and he be- 
held no more. 

On finding herself alone on the canals of Venice, 
with night approaching, and in the custody of a strange 
gondolier, the Donna Beatrice became frightened. She 
sank back weak and trembling upon the cushions, ap- 
palled at her own recklessness in undertaking the ad- 
venture and apprehensive as to its result. In this 
state of mind she failed to observe that the gondola 
was not proceeding in the direction of the Lido, but 
was pursuing a zigzag course through a most intricate 
network of narrow canals toward the eastern confines 
of the city. Indeed, it was not until the boat had left 
the district of houses behind, and was gliding swift- 
ly among the uninhabited islands of the Lagunes, that 
she awoke to a realization of her position. 

The moon was now shining brightly, and, as she 
drew aside the curtains of the pavilion and looked out, 
its silvery rays revealed a vast wilderness of marsh 
and water stretching round her on all sides. 

A scene of more utter loneliness and desolation it 
would be difficult to imagine. At the sight of it she 
shuddered ; but, believing that she was being conveyed 
thither in order to render pursuit difficult, she strug- 
gled bravely to overcome her fears. 

In the mean time her mysterious conducts was ply- 
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ing his oar with vigor. From her seat in the pavilion 
it was impossible for her to see him; but she could 
hear his labored breathing and the rapid splash of his 
oar blade as it struck the water. It was apparent that 
he was in a vast hurry. 

On, on sped the gondola, now skimming like a swan 
across open spaces that gleamed in the moonlight, 
now winding along tortuous channels between low 
lying islands, and again pushing its way over shallows 
where the reeds impeded its progress. And all the 
while it was advancing steadily towards an isolated 
islet on the extreme eastern verge of the Lagunes. At 
last this little patch of land appeared in view and Bea- 
trice saw that it was inhabited. On its nearest side 
stood a small thatched hut from the chimney of which 
a column of smoke was ascending. 

While she was gazing in curious speculation on this 
primitive hermitage, the gondola reached the island 
and came to a stop beside a rude plank landing that 
extended out into the water on piles. Then the strange 
gondolier sprang ashore and approached the door of 
the pavilion. He still wore his mask; but, as masks 
were common in Venice, Beatrice attached no signifi- 
cance to the matter. 

"Will the Donna Bianca permit me to assist her?" 
he said, opening the door and holding out his hand. 
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There was a peculiar irony in his tone, and an air 
of mock politeness in his manner that alarmed the 
Donna Beatrice exceedingly. 

"Ser," she answered in a quavering voice, "will you 
be kind enough to inform me why I have been brought 
hither ?'' 

"You will learn that presently," he said emphatically. 
"Pray permit me to assist you." 

And still maintaining his civil air, he seized her by 
the hand and drew her forcibly out of the gondola 
upon the landing. 

Although greatly terrified at his violence, the girl 
retained her presence of mind, and, turning to him 
with an air of offended dignity : 

"Ser," she said in lofty tones, "is this the way you 
treat a lady ? You will rue this conduct when I report 
you to your master." 

"My master, indeed!" laughed Stephano— ^for it was 
he — adding, "Allow me to inform the Donna Bianca 
that I am my own master." 

Saying which he grasped her rudely by the arm, and, 
dropping all pretense of politeness, hurried off with 
rapid strides in the direction of the hut. 

As they drew near it he gave a low, prolonged 
whistle. 

Immediately the door opened and two men came 
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forth into the moonlight. For a moment they stood 
irresolute; then, seeing Stephano and the girl, ran 
forward to meet them with every evidence of eager- 
ness. 

"Thank God, you are here !" cried one. 

"Aye, we were beginning to fear that some misfor- 
tune had overtaken you," said the other. 

And, glancing approvingly at Stephano and curious- 
ly at his companion, they turned about and led the way 
back to the dwelling. 

By this time the fears of the Donna Beatrice had in- 
creased to mortal terror. Until her landing on the isl- 
and she had believed that she was in the custody of an 
agent of Barnabas ; but she realized now that she was 
the victim of a mysterious conspiracy. Indeed, the 
very words of the masked gondolier admitted of no 
other conclusion; for had he not boldly asserted that 
he was his own master ? 

The men conducted her into the interior of the hut 
and closed the door. 

Trembling violently, she drew her veil closer down 
over her face and prayed. 

The cramped chamber in which they stood was dimly 
lighted by a small fire of wood, and, in the semi dark- 
ness, the figures of the men assumed terrific propor- 
tions. 
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Suddenly one of them went over to the fire and threw 
on an armful of fagots. 

"More light !" he cried. "We must have a fair look 
at the face of this beauty." 

The fagots sputtered, ignited, and leaped into flame. 

A bright, rosy glow filled the chamber. 

Then the man approached the terrified girl and seiz- 
ed her veil, while his companions leaned forward, grin- 
ning, to catch a glimpse of her countenance. 

He tore the veil from her face. 
'DiavoloT cried one. 
'CospettoT exclaimed the other. 

And their eyes grew big and their cheeks pallid with 
constemation. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

WHEREIN IS SHOWN HOW SPIES WILL OFT TURN 

TRAITORS. 

Well might the conspirators tremble and turn pale 
at sight of the beautiful countenance of the Donna 
Beatrice ; for it brought them to an instant realization 
of the true nature of their position. 

They had designed to kidnap a governess, and had 
stolen a senator's daughter ; they had plotted to enrich 
themselves, and had thereby endangered their lives. 
For, the use of state information for private ends was 
a capital offense in Venice. 

Both Stephano and Giacomo recognized the girl at 
once, having often seen her in her father's palace when 
they had gone there to report to him as spies, and, as 
it was exceedingly probable that she might recognize 
them also, their situation was truly appalling. For a 
brief moment they stared stupidly at one another, over- 
whelmed with fright and confusion. Then Giacomo 
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broke the silence in tones that quavered with apprehen- 
sion. 

"This is a fine scrape you've got me into," he croaked 
— "you, who were so glib with your promises." 

"Silence !" returned Stephano, pointing significantly 
to the girl, "and don't let your tongue betray you." 

"If there's any arguing to be done," interposed the 
third conspirator at this point, "let us go outside, where 
we can talk with greater freedom." 

This proposition meeting with the approval of the 
spies, the three men left the hut, taking care to lock the 
door securely after them. 

"And now," said Carlo the fisherman, as they walked 
to and fro in the moonlight, "pray tell me what all this 
means, for I confess I do not know." 

"We have blundered !" cried Stephano wildly, "and 
are in danger of losing our heads." 

"Explain yourself !" said the fisherman. 

"Why, we've got the wrong woman," returned 
Stephano. 

"The wrong woman ?" 

"Yes; for, instead of an humble governess, it's a 
senator's daughter we've kidnapped." 

"Then our captive is not the Donna Bianca?" 
She is the Donna Beatrice Pilano." 
CospettoT exclaimed Carlo in terror. "Then our 
heads are indeed in danger." 
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A period of silence followed, broken at intervals by 
suppressed ejaculations, sighs, and groans of fear. It 
was apparent that each man fully appreciated the grav- 
ity of his position, and considered himself already as 
good as doomed. 

Giacomo was the first to shake off this dreadful 
apathy. 

"Stephano," he said, "why not take back the Donna 
Beatrice to her home ?" 

"Wouldst have me court certain death?" cried the 
clerk. 

Giacomo shrugged his shoulders. 

" Twere better that one should die, than three," he 
said coolly. "Besides, the girl might be willing to pro- 
tect you in return for the kindness." 

"True," chimed in Carlo eagerly, adding, "And all 
the more likely because she had no business abroad 
herself." 

What do you mean?" asked Stephano. 
That she has been masquerading in the guise of her 
governess," answered the fishermcin. "It is apparent, 
comrades," he continued, "that it was not the Donna 
Bianca who was to run off with the Englishman to- 
night, but the Donna Beatrice. So I think we might 
justly claim a reward from her father for preventing 
her escape." 

"Indeed?" cried Stephano ironically. "Well, then, 
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take back the girl and claim the reward; I'll not be 
the fool to attempt it." 

But, as neither Carlo nor Giacomo seemed disposed 
for the service, the suggestion was presently abandoned. 

"Comrades," said Stephano after a pause, "do not 
let us deceive ourselves with false hopes ; for, as spies 
of the state, we have compromised ourselves beyond 
recovery. We cannot return the Donna Beatrice to her 
father; for, no matter what plausible story we might 
invent, he would not believe it. On the contrary, he 
would denounce us as traitors to the council, and we 
would be beheaded between the two pillars on the 
Square of St Mark." 

Giacomo groaned aloud. 

"Such being the case," went on Stephano, "we might 
just as well acknowledge ourselves outlaws without 
further argument. This will tend to simplify matters. 
Now, as outlaws what should be our first thought? 
Unquestionably our own personal safety. Our lives 
are forfeit to the state. How can we save them ?" 

"Alas, how indeed ?" sobbed the terrified Giacomo. 

"Keep up your courage, comrade," said Stephano re- 
assuringly; for, although our plight is desperate, it 
IS not altogether hopeless." And he added significantly, 
*'What, for example, is to hinder us from going over 
to the service of the Englishman ?" 
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Giacomo grasped at this suggestion like a drowning 
man at a straw. 

"Stephano," he cried eagerly, "you have some plot 
in mind. For the love of Grod unfold it !" 

"It is a very simple one," returned Stephano ; "but, 
with promptness and resolution on our part, it may 
succeed. You are aware that Sir Richard Marsden is 
now on board a felucca, in the bay, prepared to flee 
from Venice the instant he gains possession of Pilano's 
daughter. But he would sacrifice his life sooner than 
depart from the Lagunes without her. Let us negoti- 
ate with him, therefore, to deliver the young lady into 
his hands, on condition that he will permit us to ac- 
company him on his flight. It is the only possible way 
I can see of saving our heads. What think you. 
Carlo?" 

"That the plan is a wise one," replied the fisherman 
approvingly. "We'll be acting the part of traitors to- 
wards Signor Pilano, but that will be doing Venice no 
injury. It will be hard for me to leave the Lagunes," 
he added, with a sorrowful shake of his head; "but 
rather than lose my head for treason, I'd flee into the 
deserts of Africa." 

"And so would I," echoed Giacomo. 

"Very well, then," said Stephano, "since you both 
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approve of the scheme, let us put it into operation at 



once." 



He paused a moment to reflect, and then asked: 

"Do you know where the Englishman's vessel lies, 
Carlo?" 

"Yes," answered the fisherman. "Giacomo followed 
him to it before coming hither, and has told me its 
place of anchorage." 

"That is well," said Stephano; "for I intend send- 
ing you thither to negotiate with Sir Richard Marsden 
for our escape." 

"And shall we not demand a ransom for the young 
lady's surrender?" asked Giacomo, whose avarice was 
on a par with his cowardice. 

Stephano's thin lips curled contemptuously. 

"This is no time to think of money," he said. "We 
should be thankful if we succeed in saving our heads." 

"Am I to go on the errand alone ?" asked Carlo, after 
a pause. 

"Yes," answered Stephano ; "for it would be peril- 
ous for either Giacomo or myself to accompany you. 
The Englishman might do us an injury if we should 
fall into his hands just now. We must make condi- 
tions with him before trusting ourselves in his custody. 
We have been his servants, you must remember." 

"I understand," said Carlo. "I will go alone." 
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It took but a short time to prepare him for his 
journey, and to repeat to him the simple conditions he 
was to demand. 

Then, hiding his face in a mask, he embarked on his 
difficult mission, while his comrades returned with 
anxious hearts to the hut. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

PROVING HOW A LION^S MOUTH MAY SERVE A USEFUL 

PURPOSE. 

Carlo, the fisherman, had not proceeded far before 
the excitement of mind produced by the recent con- 
ference began to subside, and calm reason to resume its 
sway over his faculties. Then he began to reflect cool- 
ly on the part he had played in Stephano's unfortunate 
conspiracy. The longer he thought on the matter the 
more evident it became to him that he had been duped. 

"If I had been consulted beforehand," he mused sul- 
lenly, "I'd never have gone into the plot. But never a 
word was I told of it until Giacomo arrived at my hut. 
Then what could I do but consent? I have been made 
a catspaw of in this whole affair, and yet I am told that 
I have forfeited my life." 

These bitter reflections led to others of a more sel- 
fish character. 

"But why should I be made to suffer," he reasoned, 
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"for the traitorous acts of others? Why should I bd 
punished for the misdoings of Stephano and Giacomo? 
They tell me I must flee with them from Venice ; but 
I can see no justice in such counsel. The crime was 
theirs, not mine, and if I can manage to escape the ven- 
geance of the state, I care not what becomes of them." 

He ceased rowing, and sat down upon the pavilion 
of the gondola to meditate. His boat drifted with the 
sluggish tide, but not for long; for his thoughts, hav- 
ing taken a definite direction, soon prompted him to 
action. Presently he took up his oar and resumed his 
voyage. The gondola no longer crept forward listless- 
ly, but skimmed over the water with marvelous light- 
ness and speed. 

It was apparent that a resolute purpose nerved the 
arm of the rower. 

This purpose was made manifest when the gondola 
reached the outskirts of the city. For it did not pro- 
ceed directly to the bay, where the Englishman's fel- 
ucca was anchored, but threaded its course through a 
number of narrow waterways to the Canale San Theo- 
doro. Here it turned to the right and continued on to 
the house of Vecchio, the scholar, where it drew up at 
the water gate and stopped. 

"Is your master within ?" asked Carlo of the servant 
who responded to his summons; and, on receiving an 
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affirmative answer, he added, "Pray tell him that a 
friend would like to see him." 

Then he removed his mask. 

Before the servant had time to obey, Vecchio ap- 
peared upon the scene in person. 

"Good evening. Carlo!" he said cheerily. "What 
brings you here at this hour?" 

"A matter of business," answered Carlo. "I am here 
in the interests of the state." 

"Indeed?" 

"Yes, and I want you to indite me a letter." 

Vecchio led the way into his study, sat down at his 
desk, spread a scrap of parchment before him, and 
picked up a quill. 

"I am ready," he said. "You may proceed." 

The fisherman knit his brows and scratched his head 
in perplexity, saying: 

"I scarce know how to word it." 

"Then state what you want to say," rejoined Vec- 
chio, "and leave the wording to me." 

"Address it to the Council of Ten," began Carlo. 

^Yes," returned Vecchio, writing. 

'And say that an honest fisherman of the Lagunes 
has made an important discovery." 

'Do you intend to enter into particulars?" 

'Yes, I think it will be necessary to do so." 
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"Then state them before I write more." 

Girlo pondered for a moment and then resumed : 

"You may warn the Council," said he, "of a certain 
fast sailing felucca that proposes to leave Venice before 
daybreak." 

*A smuggler ?" suggested Vecchio. 

Terhaps," replied the fisherman cautiously. 

He waited until the scholar had written down what 
he had told him, and then continued : 

"State further that the vessel in question will have 
two traitors on board — ^two agents of the Council who 
are forced to flee from Venice because they have been 
guilty of treason." 

"Go on," said Vecchio, tracing the words rapidly 
upon the parchment. 

Carlo regarded him with an anxious look and hesi- 
tated. 

"I mustn't say too much," he said, "or the Council 
may go about this business without me. You see, my 
life is at stake, friend Vecchio, and I must be cautious. 
Indeed, in order to secure it, I must make myself of 
great service to the Council. In short, I must be the 
man to spoil the designs of these traitors and hand 
them over to the authorities." 

"Do you mean that you are compromised in their 
treason?" 
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"In a measure, yes, and, therefore, I am anxious to 
protect myself. So you may finish the letter by inform- 
ing the Council that I stand ready to lend them my 
assistance. Tell them that Carlo, the fisherman, will 
guide their galleys to the felucca and deliver the trai- 
tors into their hands, and that I can be found in front 
of the ducal palace between the second and third hours 
of the morning. In the meantime, I will decoy the 
traitors into the trap." 

Vecchio concluded the letter in accordance with these 
directions, and then read it aloud. It ran as follows : 

To THE Venerable and Most Puissant Signors of 
THE Council of Ten, Greeting. 

A certain felucca will leave the harbor before day- 
break tomorrow morning, having on board two agents 
of the state who have been guilty of treason. Carlo, 
a fisherman of the Lagunes, having discovered their 
traitorous designs, is anxious to unfold them to the 
Council. He can be found in front of the ducal palace, 
between the hours of two and three in the morning, 
to guide the galleys of Venice to the anchorage of the 
felucca, and surrender the traitors into the hands of the 
state. 

"Is that satisfactory?" asked Vecchio, when he had 
finished. 

"Perfectly," replied the fisherman, taking the letter 
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and thrusting it in his pocket. Then he added doubt- 
fully, "But, perhaps, I ought to have said something 
about the Englishman." 

"The Englishman?" inquired the scholar. "To 
whom do you refer?" 

"To the rich foreigner who lives in the Palazzo 
Guerini," was the answer. 

Vecchio's heart gave a sudden jump; but he suc- 
ceeded in controlling his excitement. 

"But, Carlo," he said, assuming an air of indiflfer- 
ence, "I fail to see that the Englishman is concerned 
in any way with these traitors." 

"He owns the felucca in which they propose to es- 
cape. He will leave Venice with them." 

"But why should he depart so mysteriously? He 
has done no wrong." 

"Ah, friend Vecchio," said the fisherman with a 
crafty smile, "if I should tell you all I know, you would 
be as wise as I am. Yet I will tell you this much : the 
Englishman leaves Venice so suddenly on accoimt of a 
young lady." 

"A young lady?" exclaimed Vecchio, affecting sur- 
prise. 

"Aye, the Donna Beatrice Pilano." 

Saying which Carlo resumed his mask and, turning 
on his heel, hurried back to the landing to which he 
had moored his gondola. 
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"By the Holy St. Mark !" exclaimed Vecchio when 
he had gone, "I fear I have ruined my friends. Oh, 
why did I write that letter before knowing its purport? 
It is apparent that Carlo has in some way learned of 
the designs of Prince Angelo's agent, and intends us- 
ing his knowledge to further his own sordid interests." 

At the thought of what he had done, despair seized 
him, and, sinking back into his chair, he remained mo- 
tionless and absorbed for hours. But when midnight 
arrived, he aroused himself suddenly from his apathy, 
and calling his servant into his study : 

"Jacopo," he commanded, "make ready my gondola 
at once ! I have important business that necessitates a 
journey to the Lido." 



The front of the ducal palace at Venice is ornament- 
ed with the heads of lions inserted in the wall at about 
the height of a man's shoulder. The beasts are repre- 
sented with their mouths open as if in the act of roar- 
ing. 

During the period when Barnabas undertook his 
mission to Venice, the mouths of these lions served an 
important political purpose. They were the receptacles 
of secret and often anonymous communications from 
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individuals to the state; of suspicions, hearsays, ac- 
cusations. 

The informant dropped his message surreptitiously 
into the yawning stone jaws and went his way, certain 
that it would fall into the hands of the state inquisitors. 
Thus a frightful system of espionage was engendered 
that penetrated the entire social fabric. 

It was to these stone lions that the fisherman made 
his way on leaving the house of the scholar. 

He passed swiftly along the Canale San Theodoro 
to a smaller waterway communicating with the Grand 
Canal, turned into it, reached the Grand Canal, and 
proceeded directly to the steps of the piazza in front 
of the ducal palace, where he disembarked. 

Mounting the steps, he passed among the revelers 
who thronged the piazza to the palace, and approached 
a soldier who was on guard at the foot of the Giant's 
Stairway. 

"Ser," he said, "will you kindly inform me if the 
Council meets tonight?" 

"It has just convened," answered the soldier, 
"and will remain in session until the early hours of 
morning." 

"Thank you !" said the fisherman joyously. 

And, casting a furtive glance over his shoulder to 
make sure that he was unobserved, he crept stealthily 
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up to one of the lion's mouths, drew Vecchio's letter 
from his pocket, and dropped it into the grinning aper- 
ture. 

Then he returned to his gondola and rowed oflf in 
the direction of the Lido. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

RELATING TO A PROPOSITION AND A WARNING. 

Having paid his respects to Barnabas and the Car- 
melite, the masked fisherman sat down by the side of 
the knight and said : 

"Signor, as my message is intended for your ears 
alone, I must remain silent in the presence of a third 
party." 

At this hint Fra Nicolino arose and withdrew to the 
forward part of the vessel ; whereupon the mysterious 
stranger entered upon the subject of his visit without 
further delay. 

"I have been sent here, signor," he began, "by two 
former servants of yours. They have a favor to ask 
of you in return for which they will do you a great 
kindness." 

"Their names ?" asked Barnabas excitedly. 

"One served you as a clerk, eccellensa, and is known 
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as Stephano; the other was your cook, and is called 
Giacomo." 

"Base miscreants both!" exclaimed the knight with 
an oath. Then, controlling his wrath with an effort, 
he added more calmly: "What have they to ask of 
me?" 

"They are in trouble, eccellenza, and crave your pro- 
lection." 

Barnabas laughed scornfully. 

"What, the varlets dare to ask help of me?" he cried. 
*'ril see them to the devil first." 

"They betrayed you, 1*11 allow, signor," said the fish- 
erman in insinuating tones ; "but they now repent of 
their act, and would make amends for it." 

"They repent too late I" exclaimed Barnabas bitterly. 

"Shall I return with that message, eccellenza?" 

"You may." 

"And tell them that you care not what becomes of 
the young lady ?" 

Barnabas stared at him aghast ; for he knew in an 
instant that he referred to the Donna Beatrice. 

"Because," continued the wily fisherman, pressing 
his advantage, "if you refuse to make terms with these 
penitents, God only knows what may befall her. They 
are desperate men, eccellenza, and will go to any 
lengths to hide their crime and save their heads." 
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Then he explained to the knight how Stephano ha<^ 
blundered in supposing that it was the Donna Bianca 
who was to escape with him, and how, in kidnapping 
the Donna Beatrice, he had placed all their lives at for- 
feit. And he added : 

"So you can understand, signor, what prompts us to 
seek your protection. A fatal error has been made. 
We would remedy it if we could ; but, alas ! we can- 
not. To return the Donna Beatrice to her home would 
be to betray our faithlessness to the state and lose our 
heads in consequence. There is but one thing left for 
us to do. We must escape from the Lagunes. If you 
will help us do this, we will deliver the Donna Beatrice 
safely into your hands ; if you will not, we will have to 
find some other way of disposing of her. I await your 
answer, eccellenza." 

Barnabas was not long in coming to a decision ; for, 
although it vexed him exceedingly to make a comprom- 
ise with traitors, the fact that the Donna Beatrice was 
in danger outweighed all other considerations in his 
mind. 

"You may return to Stephano and Giacomo," he said 
after a pause, "and tell them that I will agree to their 
terms. If they surrender the young lady to me un- 
harmed, I will permit them to accompany me on my 
flight from Venice. But if I find that so much as a 
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single hair of her head has been injured," he added 
fiercely, "may God help them !'* 

"Will you solemnly swear to this agreement, sig- 
ner?" 

"I pledge you my word as a knight to abide by it." 

Apparently satisfied with this promise, the masked 
fisherman arose, saying : 

"Then all is settled, and you may expect your ser- 
vants to join you with the lady between the third and 
fourth hours of the morning. Will you await their 
coming?" 

"I have no other choice," returned Barnabas. 

"Very well, then, signor," said the fisherman, "I will 
bid you addio." 

With these words he bowed respectfully to the 
knight and hurried back to his gondola. 



While the fisherman's boat was disappearing in one 
direction, a second gondola was approaching the fel- 
ucca from another. 

It advanced slowly and cautiously, as though its 
rower was not quite certain as to his destination, and, 
when it reached a point within hailing distance of the 
vessel, came to a stop. A moment afterwards a voice 
called out from its pavilion: 
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''A scholar has arisen from his death bed to seek a 
friend. Is he aboard this ship?" 

"It is Taddeo Vecchio," whispered Fra Nicolino, 
who had by this time rejoined Barnabas. "What er- 
rand brings him here?" 

"You may well ask that," said the knight in mysti- 
fied tones. "This is indeed a night of surprises.*' 

Then, raising his voice, he called back to the occu- 
pant of the pavilion: 

"From whence do you hail?" 

"From the Canale San Theodoro." 

"Then in God's name come aboard !" exclaimed Bar- 
nabas, now certain that the new visitor was Vecchio. , 

It was apparent that the scholar recognized his voice, 
for he ordered his gondola to row alongside the felucca 
without further hesitation. When he came on board, 
Barnabas sprang forward to meet him, saying : 

"Which is it, Vecchio — ^good or evil tidings?" 

"Evil," replied the old man in a sepulchral voice. 

This announcement was followed by a period of 
silence. Then Vecchio resumed : 

"I have come here, signor, to warn you to depart 
from Venice immediately. Your designs are known, 
and the least delay may prove fatal." 

"Then so be it," returned Barnabas doggedly; "for 
I shall not put out to sea for several hours." 
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"But consider the Donna Beatrice," prDtested the 
scholar. 

"I am awaiting her arrival." 

"Then she is not with you?" 

"She is in the hands of miscreants." 

And Barnabas explained to Vecchio how the girl 
had been kidnapped by his clerk, and how he had just 
bargained with a masked fisherman for her surrender. 

"A masked fisherman?" cried Vecchio in alarm. 
"Describe him !" 

Barnabas did so. 
Alas !" exclaimed the old man in tones of anguish. 
It is as I feared. The person you have described, sig- 
nor, is Carlo, a fisherman of the Lagunes — ^the very 
man who has betrayed you to the authorities." 

And Vecchio, in his turn, explained to Barnabas how 
the masked fisherman had visited his house earlier in 
the evening, and induced him to write a warning letter 
to the Council. When he had concluded Fra Nicolino 
spoke up. 

"It is evident," said he, "that this Carlo is playing 
a double game. From what you have told us of his 
letter, friend Vecchio, I should judge that he means 
to betray, not only Captain Barnabas, but his own com- 
rades to the Council. Nor do we have to search far for 
his motive in this twofold betrayal," he continued. 
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**He is involved in Stephano's conspiracy, and seeks to 
save himself, now that it has resulted in failure. But 
merely to betray his comrades would avail him naught. 
The crafty miscreant knows that, should Captain Bar- 
nabas escape from Venice, he would certainly be pun- 
ished. Hence he has schemed to entrap him as well. 
He has devised a cunning plot, and I fear we are un- 
done." 

"Padre," said Barnabas, "there is no need that you 
should be compromised in this affair. Why not leave 
us while yet there is time?" 

The Carmelite smiled disdainfully. 

"It is my duty to remain where I am," he said, "until 
I see the Donna Beatrice in safety." 

After this he fell to pondering, while the knight and 
the scholar conversed in undertones. At the expira- 
tion of a few minutes Fra Nicolino roused himself 
from his reverie, and, turning to Vecchio, inquired : 
Do you know where this fisherman resides?" 
Yes, padre. He lives in a hut on a small island oi\ 
the eastern outskirts of the Lagunes." 

Would it be difficult to find the place?" 
One could not miss it ; for it is the last island to 
the eastward and isolated." 

"How far is it from here?" 

"About five miles." 
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"A distance that a gondola could easily cover in an 
hour," said the Carmelite. Then, turning to the knight, 
"Captain Barnabas," he asked, "are you in the humor 
for a desperate undertaking?" 

"The more desperate the better," answered Barna- 
bas. 

"Then attend to what I say. To wait here for the 
Donna Beatrice would be folly; for, the moment she 
arrives on board the felucca, it will be surrounded by 
the galleys of the state. If you would escape with her 
at all, you must go after her, and bring her here before 
the hour set by the fisherman for the consummation 
of his designs." 

"Alas !" sighed the knight, "if I only knew where to 
find her." 

"I can solve that problem for you," said Fra Nicolino 
confidently. "She is at present in the hut of the fisher- 
man." 

"What makes you think that?" 

The Carmelite smiled shrewdly. 

"Because the fisherman was in Stephano's conspir- 
acy," he said, "and, moreover, what better place could 
the kidnappers have selected for her confinement than 
a hut on an isolated island ?" 

As this subtle reasoning was unanswerable, Barna- 
bas had nothing further to say. 
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**And now/' resumed the monk, "let us perfect our 
plans and put them into execution without delay. It 
is nearly one o'clock. By making haste you should 
reach the fisherman's hut by two. You will probably 
meet with a stout resistance when you attempt to carry 
the girl off; but I have no doubt whatever of your, 
success. However, you had better take one or two 
trusty men with you to guard against the possibility of 
failure." 

"No," said Barnabas resolutely. "I will go alone, 
with Martin. To fill my gondola with armed men 
would be only to retard its speed." 

"True, and speed in this affair is of the utmost im- 
portance," returned the Carmelite. "Therefore, while 
you are returning thither with the Donna Beatrice, I 
will meet you half way with the felucca. Then, the 
vessel being under way, you can put out to sea at once. 

"And you, Padre?" 

"I will return to my convent in your gondola." 

While Barnabas was preparing for the expedition,^ 
Vecchio took his departure. 

Then, everything being in readiness, the knight dele- 
gated his authority on the felucca to Fra Nicolino, and, 
with Martin as his sole companion, and no other wea- 
pons than his stiletto and rapier, started for the hut 
of the fisherman. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

IN WHICH BARNABAS SETS FORTH UPON A QUEST. 

It was after one o'clock before they got fairly under 
way; yet it was necessary that they should be back on 
the felucca by three. For it was between the third and 
fourth hours of the morning that Carlo had planned to 
betray them, and, if they hoped to escape at all, it must 
be before that time. 

With such an unpracticed gondolier as Martin at the 
oar, the knight could not help feeling extremely anx- 
ious. So long, however, as they were on the open water 
of the bay, in the bright moonlight, he curbed his im- 
patience, knowing that any evidence of undue haste 
might be seen and excite suspicion. But when they 
entered among the islands of the Lagunes, where their 
movements could not be observed, he thrust his head 
out of the pavilion, and called to his squire : 

"Martin, bend to it with a will !" 

The squire responded with a powerful stroke of the 
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oar that keeled the boat over on its side, and nearly 
threw him into the water; whereupon Barnabas en- 
joined him to desist, crying: 

"Hold! Less strength and greater skill, numb- 
skull !" 

Skill? Martin was entirely devoid of it. He had 
only his strength to depend on, and, if he were obliged 
to restrain that, they would make but slow progress. 
So he paid no heed to the knight's injunction, but 
plied his oar with clumsy vigor, making the gondola 
rock from side to side like a cradle. Realizing that he 
was doing his best, Barnabas said no more, thinking 
it better to risk capsizing than to delay the voyage. 
And so the boat flotmdered and plunged ahead, like a 
swan with a broken wing, leaving a turbulent wake of 
foam and eddies behind it. 

The knight entered heart and soul into the race; for 
his brain was on fire with the thought that the life of his 
beloved was in danger. He could see her in fancy now 
as she appeared to him in her father's palace in all the 
radiance of her incomparable beauty, and could recall 
the tones of her sweet, low voice as she told him with 
glowing cheeks of her love for Prince Angelo. 

The last reflection aroused the demon of jealousy 
within him. 

But fortunately he had no time to indulge such sel- 
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fish thoughts. His adorable Beatrice was in the hands 
of knaves. He was the doughty champion who was to 
save her. 

Would he reach her in time ? 

This was his chief anxiety. To the perils of his 
imdertaking he gave no thought. Indeed, if there had 
been a host of enemies before him, he would have gone 
forward just the same, with a calm reliance in his abil- 
ity to take her from them. 

As the gondola penetrated farther and farther into 
the Lagunes, his anxiety to arrive at the fisherman's 
hut increased. It seemed to him that the boat was lag- 
ging, and, again leaning out of the pavilion, he com- 
manded his squire to proceed at greater speed. 

Martin redoubled his exertions. 

Island after island was passed. Extensive marshes 
were left behind, and innumerable canals threaded; 
yet they seemed just as far from the end of their 
voyage as when they began it. A wilderness of islands, 
marshes, and water still stretched before them as far 
as the eye could see. And meanwhile time was passing. 
Time that meant to them so much, upon which de- 
pended the failure or success of their mission. Barna- 
bas became wild with impatience. He fretted, he 
fumed, he swore. He bent eagerly forward and 
scanned the dim horizon. Would the hut of the fisher- 
man never appear in view? 
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Suddenly there was a grating sound. Then the gon- 
dola stopped with a jolt that threw Barnabas upon his 
hands and knees and Martin into the water. 

It had run aground. 

So this was to be the end of their expedition? Thejr 
had gone forth upon an errand of valor only to be 
wrecked ingloriously upon a shoal. It was more than 
the ardent spirit of the knight could endure, and, laying 
the blame of it upon his squire, he leaped intp the water 
after him and seized him by the throat. 

"Wretch!" he exclaimed furiously, "this is twice 
you've thwarted my plans." 

He was so beside himself with rage that he would 
have despatched the luckless Martin with his stiletto 
had not the latter fortunately escaped from his grasp ; 
for the water around them rose no higher than their 
Icnees, which enabled Martin to evade his anger. 

When he had placed a safe distance between them, 
he turned to Barnabas and said : 

"Captain, what have I done that you should treat m^ 
thus?" 

"You've lost me the Donna Beatrice with your 
blundering !" cried Barnabas. 

"And has it been through any fault of mine?" asked 
Martin. "Am I responsible for Stephano's perfidy? 
Was it I who placed this sandbar in our course?" 
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Realizing how unjust he had been, the knight's 
wrath gave place to contrition. 

"Forgive me, good Martin !" he said humbly. "Mis- 
fortune has rendered me mad." 

The two men now directed their attention to the gon- 
dola. It had run into the sandbar with such force that 
It was a wonder it had not been crushed like an egg 
shell. A brief examination showed them, however, 
that it had sustained no serious injury. If it could 
only be got afloat, they could safely continue their voy- 
age. With this idea in view, they seized hold of the 
bow and pushed with all their might. It moved a few 
inches and stuck fast. Again they pushed and again it 
moved a few inches. The operation was repeated sev- 
eral times with the same result, until, in response fo 
one, last mighty effort, the boat floated clear of the 
reef. 

"And now," cried Barnabas, as he scrambled back 
into the pavilion, "let us do all in our power to make 
up for the time we have lost." 

Martin responded with alacrity, and in a few mo- 
ments the gondola was rocking and plunging through 
the water with the same reckless haste as before. A 
short time afterwards, Barnabas, who was looking 
anxiously ahead, shouted to his squire : 

"To the right, Martin ! To the right ! See ! There 
lies the island we are in quest of." 
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And he pointed to an isolated stretch of beach on 
which stood a solitary hut. 

Martin looked in the direction indicated, uttered a 
cry of joy, and immediately changed his course. 

The approach to the island was made with the ut- 
most caution; for they knew that, if the kidnappers 
should chance to hear them coming, they would un- 
doubtedly make off with their captive to some other 
part of the Lagunes. On reaching the landing Barna- 
bas observed that a gondola was moored to it, and, as 
this was an evidence that the miscreants had not yet 
left their refuge, he was greatly pleased. Leaping out 
upon the planks, he commanded Martin to make fast 
his boat and follow him. Then he led the way quickly 
towards the hut. 

As they drew near it, they heard voices in excited 
consultation within. It was apparent that the masked 
fisherman had informed his confederates of the success 
of his negotiations with the supposed English traveler^ 
and that they were engaged in discussing the affair. 

A few steps more brought Barnabas and Martin to 
the door. It was ajar, and the red glare of a fire could 
be seen through its crevice. 

"Wait here until I call you," whispered the knight 
to his squire. 

Then he pushed the door open and entered the hut. 



THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY. I65 

For a few moments he could distinguish nothing in 
the dim light; but he could hear exclamations of 
mingled astonishment and alarm at his sudden appear- 
ance. 

A short period of silence followed. 

Then a voice, which he recognized as Stephano's, 
demanded sternly : 

"What brings you here?" 

By this time the knight's eyes had become ac- 
customed to the smoky firelight. He glanced around 
and saw two men standing near the hearth, facing him. 
In a comer opposite crouched a woman. He drew his 
rapier from its sheath and, placing himself between 
this crouching figure and the men : 

"I have come here for the Donna Beatrice !" he cried 
defiantly. 

Then he called Martin to come to his assistance. 

Before the squire could obey, Stephano sprang 
quickly to the door, shut it and fastened it securely in 
place by dropping a heavy beam into sockets on each 
side. Then he turned fiercely to Barnabas with the 
w^ords : 

"Now, signor, we are ready to confer with you." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

APPERTAINING TO THE SEQUEL OF HIS ADVENTURJBi 

While Stephano was fastening the door, Giacotno 
hastily prepared himself for combat with a long hand* 
led axe which he snatched from the fireplace. Stephano 
seized an oar from a comer and took a stand by his 
side. 

The ferocity of their attitude might well have struck 
terror into the heart of the bravest man; but the knight 
eyed them scornfully and laughed. 

"What," he cried jeeringly, "do ye dare to oppose 
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No, signor," answered Stephano, "we merely wish 
to confer with you, as I said." 

"Then why arm yourselves?" asked Barnabas. 

"So that you may not have an advantage in the ar- 
gument, eccellenza" 

"But I refuse to enter into an argument," said Bar- 
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tiabas, going to the Donna Beatrice, and assisting her 
to arise. 

Then, supporting her with one arm and flourishing 
his rapier with the other, he advanced resolutely to- 
wards the door, shouting : 

'Stand aside, knaves, and let me pass!" 
'Not unless we go with you, signor," said Stephano, 
barring his way. "Not unless you permit us to flee 
with you from Venice, according to the terms of your 
agreement with our agent, the fisherman." 

Barnabas laughed disdainfully. 

"I agreed to that, provided ye delivered the Donna 
Beatrice into my keeping," he answered; "but, since 
I have been obliged to seek her out myself, there i^ 
an end of the matter." 

"Indeed?" snarled Stephano, showing his white, 
pointed teeth. "Then, signor, neither you nor the lady 
shall leave this place alive." 

Barnabas felt a shudder pass through the half faint- 
ing form he was supporting, and heard the g^rl moan 
in terror. Then, as she clung to him for protection, 
he experienced a thrill of delight, followed almost im- 
mediately by a tempest of rage against her captors, 

"Traitor ! Spy !" he cried with a flashing glance at 
Stephano. "Do you think I fear your threats ? Make 
way ! Stand aside 1" 
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And, dashing suddenly forward, he lunged furiously 
at him with his rapier. 

"Kill the Englishman!" shouted the clerk, as he 
warded off the thrust with his oar. 

At this signal Giacomo sprang forward to his aid. 

They attacked the knight on two sides. Giacomo 
struck at him with his axe, but Barnabas dodged out 
of the way. Stephano jabbed wildly at him with his 
oar; he jumped nimbly aside and laughed. Then, re- 
alizing that the odds were against him, he retreated 
into a corner, placed the girl behind him, and stood at 
bay. 

Meanwhile Martin was madly endeavoring to break 
through the door. He threw himself against it repeat- 
edly with a force that threatened to demolish the hut, 
while the night resounded with his cries. 

Now that his movements were no longer encumbered 
with the Donna Beatrice, and he had two free hands 
to fight with, Barnabas prepared to meet the second 
onset of his assailants. With his rapier in one hand 
and his stiletto in the other, he crouched like a panther 
and awaited his enemies' attack. But they seemed in 
no hurry to renew the combat. On the contrary, they 
drew back to the opposite side of the room, and held 
a brief, whispered consultation. 

Then Stephano again addressed the knight. 
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"Signor," said he, "why should we spill each other's 
Hood in a foolish wrangle, when neither of us will be 
in any way the gainer thereby ? Let us be reasonable 
and come to an understanding. We are willing that 
you should have the Donna Beatrice, and are even 
ready to assist her escape with you. Nevertheless, we 
have our own interests to look after. Our lives are for- 
feit to the state. We must leave Venice in order to 
save them. Swear that you will abide by your agree- 
ment, and permit us to accompany you on your flight, 
and you and the Donna Beatrice shall then go un- 
harmed." 

"Stephano," answered Barnabas, "if you had 
brought me the Donna Beatrice as was promised, I 
would have allowed you to escape with me, much as I 
detest entering into any kind of agreement with base 
spies. I would have done this, because I had pledged 
my knightly word to do so. But since I have discover- 
ed the young lady's whereabouts myself, I am no long- 
er bound to you in any way. If I should allow your 
threats to influence me, therefore, I would be acting the 
part of a craven. You have wronged an innocent lady, 
and, far from condoning your offense, I propose to 
punish it. Let you and Giacomo prepare to die^ there- 
fore, for I intend to kill you." 

Indeed, in the knight's opinion, no retribution was 
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severe enough for the miscreants who had presumed 
to offer violence to his beloved. 

While speaking, he coolly examined his weapons, 
and arose from his crouching position. 

"This is Carlo's doings!" exclaimed Giacomo, be- 
ginning to tremble. "He has betrayed us for a price 
to this Englishman." 

Barnabas smiled grimly. 

"Would that Carlo were here," he returned, "to re- 
ceive his just share in your chastisement." 

"Then is he not with you ?" inquired Stephano sus- 
piciously. "Why, he left us scarce ten minutes ago to 
return to you." 

"Say rather to betray you to the council," laughed 
Barnabas. 

The spies regarded each other with terror in their 
eyes. 

So it was for this purpose that the fisherman had 
left them? On returning from his mission he had re- 
mained in the hut just long enough to inform them of 
the success of his negotiations, and had then hurried 
away, ostensibly to apprise the Engishman of their 
coming. But it appeared now that his real object was 
to betray them. The peril of their position rendered 
them desperate. Stephano became terrible, and even 
the cowardly Giacomo dangerous, through excess of 
fear. 
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"Come," said Stephano, after a pause, "let us put an 
end to this business. The Englishman leaves us no 
alternative but death. Then, so be it. Death to him, 
or death to us 1" 

With these frenzied exclamations he raised his oar 
over his head and rushed at Barnabas. At the same 
time Giacomo sprang forward brandishing his axe. 
Terrified at the suddenness and fury of their attack, the 
Donna Beatrice fell upon her knees and began praying. 
Her supplications were mingled with the fierce oaths 
and shouts of the assailants. Outside, Martin could 
be heard thundering upon the door. The tumult was 
terrific. For several moments Barnabas was kept busy 
dodging the blows which Stephano and Giacomo aimed 
at him with blind and ill directed rage. Then, seeing 
an opportunity, he darted quickly under Giacomo's 
guard, and drove his rapier clear through his body. 

The axe dropped clattering on the floor. The 
wretched man threw up his arms, uttered a piercing 
cry, and fell prone upon his face at the knight's feet, 
stone dead. 

As quick as a flash Barnabas turned upon Stephano. 

The latter dropped his oar, jumped nimbly aside 
from the thrust that was aimed at him, and, drawing 
a stiletto from his belt, ran in and closed with the 
knight. He realized that the combat was one of life 



172 THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY. 

and death, so put forth his utmost efforts to overcome 
his antagonist at the outset. Throwing away his ra- 
pier, Barnabas seized hold of the hand that held the 
stiletto by the wrist, and, clutching Stephano's throat 
in a vise-like grip, forced him back against the wall. 
Stephano gasped for breath. Bright red spots danced 
before his eyes. He felt himself growing weaker and 
weaker in the clutch of the knight, and realized that 
his senses were fast leaving him. 

Then despair gave him superhuman strength. 

With a sudden movement, he disengaged the hand 
in which he grasped the stiletto, and, with a flash of 
steel as rapid as the lightning, aimed a blow at the 
heart of Barnabas. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

IN WHICH THE CLOCK STRIKES THREE, 

The knight saw the glittering weapon descending, 
and closed his eyes. But the blade never reached its 
mark. For, as it was curving down half way towards 
its object, a snowy arm was interposed in its path. The 
sharp point buried itself deep in the quivering flesh, 
and the knight's life was saved. 

He was conscious of an indefinable presence, heard 
a deep drawn sigh, and opened his eyes just in time 
to save the Donna Beatrice from falling to the floor 
in a faint. 

At the same instant the door of the hut fell in with 
a crash, and Martin dashed through it into the room. 

"Assassin ! Knave !" he cried, hurling himself furi- 
ously upon Stephano. 

And, before the bewildered spy could recover from 
his amazement, he was knocked sprawling and sense- 
less to the floor. 
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Then Martin approached Barnabas, who was down 
on one knee, supporting the Donna Beatrice in his 
arms. 

"Art hurt, captain dear?" he inquired anxiously; 
for he observed that the knight's countenance was 
deadly pale. 

"No, but this sweet lady is," answered Barnabas 
huskily. "See what a grevious wound she has receiv- 
ed ! She interposed to save my life, Martin," he added, 
in a voice that shook with emotion, "so now we must 
see what we can do to save hers. Give me your ker- 
chief! and now fetch me water! Be quick, man! 
quick ! " 

Martin handed him his kerchief, and taking a stone 
vessel from a shelf, ran out of the hut to return with it 
presently filled with water. 

When the knight had applied the refreshing element 
to the girl's temples she began to revive. She moaned, 
heaved a deep sigh, and opened her eyes. 

He bent over her tenderly, and spoke in a voice low 
and gentle : 

"Take heart, sweet lady," he said. "You are in the 
hands of friends who will guard and protect you from 
all evil." 

And he bathed her temples again with a touch as 
soft as a woman's. 
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After a minute or two she recovered sufficiently to sit 
up without support, and then Barnabas proceeded to 
wash and dress her wound. The stiletto had passed 
entirely through the fleshy part of her right forearm, 
inflicting a painful, but not a dangerous injury. 

'Twas wonderful to behold how gently this man of 
war stanched the flow of blood and bound up the 
wound with the kerchief, the lady meanwhile regarding 
him with looks of mingled confidence and gratitude. 
When he had finished this delicate task, he made a sling 
for her wounded arm with a strip of gauze torn from 
her veil; then, helping her to arise, he assisted her 
to the door of the hut. There he paused, and, casting 
a look back on the still senseless form of the spy : 

"Lie quiet, Stephano!" he muttered. "The council 
will deal with your case." 

Then he supported the girl to the landing and lifted 
Tier into the pavilion of the gondola, while Martin took 
Ills place at the oar. 

They had lost so much time at the hut that Barnabas 
Icnew it was impossible to reach the felucca within the 
allotted period. Their sole hope, therefore, was that 
Fra Nicolino had set sail with the vessel, as he had 
promised to do, and was far on his way to meet them. 
Reasoning that he would not venture among the 
marshes, on account of the shoals and sand bars, the 
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knight commanded his squire to return along the out- 
skirts of the Lagunes, and to keep a sharp lookout sea- 
ward for the felucca. Martin obeyed, and, directing the 
course of the gondola southward, they were soon pass- 
ing out of the treacherous morasses into the open sea 
beyond. 

The moon was by this time well down in the west; 
yet it was shining as brightly as ever, and they could 
see the coast line ahead for many miles. Barnabas 
kept his gaze fixed anxiously in the direction of Venice, 
with the hope of discerning an approaching sail ; but 
in this he was disappointed. Minute after minute slip- 
ped by ; yet the felucca did not appear. 

"Well, my lady," he said at last, turning to the Don- 
na Beatrice, who was resting on the cushions beside 
him, "it seems that we have escaped one peril only to 
run into another. I greatly fear that some misfortune 
has befallen the vessel I provided for our flight." 

"Would it not be well, signor, to return to the La- 
gunes, and hide somewhere for the present ?" suggest- 
ed the girl. 

"No," answered Barnabas, "for if we miss this op- 
portunity of escaping from Venice, it is not likely that 
we would be favored with another chance. In fact, the 
probabilities are that we would fall into the hands of 
the authorities." 
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"Anything but that, signer 1" she exclaimed in fright- 
ened tones. ; 

So it was decided that they should continue on their 
present course. \ 

As they were being borne swiftly and silently over 
the glimmering sea, the knight found it impossible to 
keep his eyes from the face of his beautiful companion ; 
but gazed at her like one fascinated, until her cheeks 
glowed prettily under his fixed observation. 

"Signor," she said at last, "does my appearance wor- 
ry you ?" 

'No," said Barnabas. "Why do you ask?'* 

'Because," she answered with a smile of bewitching 
archness, "you look at me as though I gave you cause 
for anxiety." 

It was now the knight's turn to color with embar- 
rassment. 

"If I looked at you too intently, my lady," he said 
in subdued tones, "it was because I am overjoyed at 
your escape from those ruffians. I ask your indul- 
gence." 

And he averted his gaze from her face with a pro- 
found sigh. 

In the meanwhile Martin was rowing steadily, and 
the gondola made fair progress. For the next ten min- 
utes it proceeded on its way over the moonlit sea in 
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silence. Then, on a sudden, the Donna Beatrice leaned 
forward and peered eagerly out over the water. 

"Do you see anything?" asked Barnabas. 

"Yes," she replied. "I see a sail gleaming in the 
moonlight." 

Barnabas looked in the direction of her gaze, and 
saw that she was not mistaken. 

A vessel was approaching them. 

"We shall soon learn our fate now, my lady," he 
said coolly. "If that is my felucca, we will presently 
be on our way to safety. But, if it should chance to be 
a galley of Venice, our hopes of deliverance are at an 
end." And he added gently, "In the latter case, I can 
at least protect you with my life." 

She wondered how he could be so calm in the face 
of such danger, and then began to admire him for his 
courage and resolution. It was no small consolation, 
at a time like this, to know that she had such a valiant 
champion to take her part. 

The vessel drew nearer. 

It advanced slowly and cautiously towards them, 
keeping close in to the Lagunes, until at last the hull 
could be distinguished above the water. Then it was 
that Barnabas regretted his ignorance of nautical af- 
fairs. If he had possessed the slightest knowledge of 
ships, he could now have determined whether this one 
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was to be welcomed or avoided. As it was he could 
not tell. At one time he was sure it was his own fel- 
ucca; at another he was just as certain that it was a 
Venetian galley. He did not know what course to pur- 
sue, until the vessel arrived within hailing distance, and 
took the matter out of his hands. 

"Who goes there?" cried a man in its bows. 

Recognizing the voice as that of Fra Nicolino, Bar- 
nabas called back : 

"Those whom you seek, worthy Carmelite." 

Immediately the vessel luffed up into the wind, and, 
as it presented its side to view, the knight saw that it 
was indeed his own felucca. At this he commanded 
Martin to proceed to it at once, and the later obeyed. 
In a few moments the gondola drew alongside, and 
Barnabas assisted the Donna Beatrice over the gun- 
wale. Fra Nicolino sprang forward joyously to greet 
her. 

"May God be praised !" he exclaimed fervently. "I 
was beginning to fear for you, my dear child." 

Then he turned to Barnabas. 

"Captain," said he, "I would advise you to put to 
sea without an instant's delay. When we left our an- 
chorage to come hither, I observed several galleys of 
war making their way out of the Canale of San Marco 
towards us. They did not give chase, it is true ; but 
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that is no evidence that our movements were not des- 
cried. In fact, I imagine they let us go our way in 
order to give us an opportunity to take on board the 
two traitors who were to accompany you in your 
flight." 

"It is not unlikely," said Barnabas. 

"On the contrary, it is almost a certainty," contin- 
ued the Carmelite, "and we can, therefore, take it for 
granted that we are being watched even now. In all 
truth, Captain Barnabas," he added impressively, "you 
can hardly hope to leave Venice without being inter- 
cepted, or pursued. I have reason to believe that your 
felucca is fleeter than the Venetian galleys in a good 
wind, such as we have now. But if it abates what 
chance will you have to outstrip vessels that are pro- 
vided with oars? None whatever. Therefore, do not 
delay your departure another instant, or you may rue 
it." 

At this point he was rudely interrupted by Martin, 
who, on leaving the gondola, had climbed into the fel- 
ucca's rigging to scan the sea in the direction of the 
city. 

"My God, captain !" he shouted down in frightened 
tones. "A fleet is approaching. It is coming from the 
Lido. The water is fairly black with ships." 

The knight and the Carmelite exchanged anxious 
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glances. For a moment both were silent. Then Fra 
Nicolino said in earnest undertones : 

**You see that my words have come true. The Vene- 
tian galleys are approaching. The time has come for 
us to part. Addio, Captain Barnabas, and may God 
bless you !" 

Saying which he turned and bestowed a parting 
benediction upon the Donna Beatrice; then, entering 
the knight's gondola, he cast loose from the felucca and 
rowed rapidly away towards the marshes of the La- 
gunes. 

Scarcely had he departed when Barnabas mounted 
into the rigging beside Martin, and looked eagerly 
across the misty sea towards Venice. The declining 
moon was just touching the horizon, casting a broad 
belt of silvery light upon the water. And in this belt 
he descried a number of ships advancing under full 
sail. Moreover, their progress was accompanied by a 
flashing and glittering that indicated only too plainly 
that they were being urged to greater speed by oars. 

While Barnabas was gazing spell-bound at this ap- 
palling spectacle, the breeze bore to his ears a faint, 
booming sound. 

One — two — three. 

It was the clock of St. Mark's, at Venice, tolling the 
hour. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

SETTING FORTH THE ACTS OF A TYRANNICAL TRIBUNAL. 

Although the chief governing power of the Vene- 
tian Republic was lodged in the Council of Ten — ^the 
Doge being but the figurehead to the State — ^there was 
another tribunal, whose authority was even greater. 

The State Inquisition, as it was called, consisted of 
three inquisitors, selected by the Ten in such a man- 
ner that their identity was unknown even to the Doge 
himself. These magistrates were invested with a se- 
cret, terrible, and almost despotic power. They em- 
ployed innumerable spies to gather information, not 
only at foreign courts, but in the palaces of Venice as 
well. Their agents were chosen from every walk of 
life, and penetrated everywhere. They invaded the 
privacy of the Doge as well as that of the most humble 
citizen. This system of espionage, in itself terrify- 
ing, was supplemented by a code of secret laws that 
governed the acts of the tribunal. Among these laws 
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wore several that insidiously recommended and even 
authorized assassination. 

In other words, when a foreign prince, ambassador, 
or soldier, or a Venetian senator or citizen, interfered 
with the policy of the state, and the ordinary means 
of bringing him to terms failed, then it was the duty 
of the State Inquisitors to remove him secretly by 
poison, or to employ a bravo to assassinate him. 

Now, besides being a member of the Council of Ten^ 
Signor Anafesto Pilano was also a member of this 
dread secret tribunal. It happened that, on the night 
of his daughter's escape, he had gone early to the ducal 
palace to confer with his fellow inquisitors on impor- 
tant business of state. The apartment in which their 
conferences were held adjoined a room furnished with 
instruments of torture for the purpose of extracting 
confessions from stubborn prisoners. It was draped in 
black and was similar in many respects to those awful 
chambers of horror in which the magistrates of the 
Spanish Inquisition questioned and tortured their vic- 
tims. 

Pilano entered this apartment by a secret door. He 
was masked. His confreres in the tribunal had ar- 
rived before him, and were sitting at a long table, con- 
sulting earnestly together. They also wore masks. 

"You have arrived most opportunely, signor," said 
one of them, as Pilano took a seat at the table. 
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"True/* said the other, adding, "We have just re- 
ceived a communication of great import from our agent 
in Frescia, and need your advice on the subject." 

Pilano became interested at once. 

"From Frescia?" he asked eagerly. "Pray what 
news does he send us of Prince Angelo ?" 

"It appears," answered the first speaker, "that the 
prmce has effected an alliance with the Duke of Milan* 
for the purpose of thwarting the claims of Venice to 
the principality he has usurped." 

"Then he still refuses to acknowledge our sovereign- 
ty?". 

"So it seems, signor; else why should he have con- 
tracted this alliance? But here is our agent's letter. 
Read it and judge for yourself!" 

While speaking he handed Pilano the communica- 
tion that had been sent them by their spy at Prince 
Angelo's court. 

Pilano spread it open upon the table, and read the 
following: 

Most Honorable Masters : 

Frescia has entered into a defensive alliance with 
Milan, hoping thus to maintain his independence. In 
the treaty it is stipulated that, in consideration of an 
annual tribute paid by Prince Angelo to the Duke of 
Milan, the duke will afford Frescia his powerful pro- 
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tection against the machinations of ambitious enemies. 
The agreement is supposed to be a secret. That the 
Prince of Frescia has some deep laid designs against 
our republic is apparent; for recently he despatched 
one Barnabas, an English condottiere, to our fair city, 
in the guise of a traveler of wealth. 

When he had finished reading, Pilano slowly folded 
the letter into its original shape, and laid it aside. 
Then he turned to his colleagues, and remarked with 
an air of satisfaction : 

"So the mystery surrounding this Barnabas is solved 
at last. I always believed that he was a foreign spy, 
but could ascertain nothing definite concerning him. 
The agents we introduced into his household have been 
sadly at fault. In fact, they have not reported to us 
in several days. However, now that we know he serves 
the Prince of Frescia, our end is gained." 

"But what do you think of this alliance, signer?" 
asked the colleague at his right. 

"That it is highly prejudicial to the interest of the 
republic," answered Pilano. "Indeed, it calls for ex- 
treme measures on our part." 

"Would you advise sending a formal protest to 
Prince Angelo ?" inquired the inquisitor at his left. 

Pilano shrugged his shoulders, and answered wear- 
ily: 
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"It would be a waste of time." 

"Then, what would you propose?** 

"Extreme measures, as I have said.*' 

"By which you mean ?" 

"Prince Angelo's removal," replied Pilano sternly. 

After giving the question due consideration, his col- 
leagues acquiesced in this advice. 

Then Pilano picked up a gavel and rapped with it 
thrice upon the table. A secretary came out of the ad- 
joining room and stood before him. Pilano scrutinized 
him keenly through the eyeholes of his mask, and ask- 
ed: 

"Is Antonio, the bravo, in the palace?'* 

"Yes, my lord," replied the secretary. 

"Then bring him hither." 

While the secretary was gone on this errand, the 
three inquisitors returned to the discussion of Barna- 
bas. It was agreed that, as he was an agent of Prince 
Angelo, it would be dangerous to permit him fiulher 
freedom in which to carry out his designs. It was de- 
termined, therefore, to have him arrested early on the 
following morning. 

Scarcely had this decision been made when the sec- 
retary reentered the apartment with the bravo. A 
more desperate looking ruffian than Antonio it would 
be difficult to imagine. Tall and muscular, he walked 
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With the stealthy tread of a cat. His eyes, bright as 
beads, peered out from beneath black, shaggy eye- 
brows. His nose was hooked, his cheek bones high, 
and his mouth broad, thin, and sinister in expression. 

Advancing to the table with an audacity that even a 
studiously affected air of humility and reverence could 
not disguise, he bowed low to the inquisitors and ask- 
ed: 

"What service can I render your lordships ?" 

"Antonio," said Pilano solemnly, "do you know the 
road to Frescia?" 

"Yes, eccellenza" 

"How long would it take you to make a journey 
thither?" 

"Signor, about five days." 

"Then attend to what I say: Prince Angelo of 
Frescia has become obnoxious to the republic, and pol- 
icy demands his removal. Do you understand ?" 

"Perfectly, my lord." 

"Then, further instructions will be unnecessary," 
said Pilano, adding, "When will you be ready to start 
for Frescia?" 

"Whenever you command me, eccellensa" 

"Very well, then, let it be at once. Our secretary 
will provide you with funds for the journey, and the 
rest I will leave to your own discretion." 
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With these words he dismissed Antonio and the sec- 
retary from the apartment, and joined his colleagues 
in the consideration of other affairs. 

Several hours passed by. It was nearing midnight, 
and they were about to depart from the palace, when 
Pilano suggested: 

"Before we separate, signors, let us hear what the 
Lions' Mouths may have to say." 

This proposition meeting with the approval of the 
others, the secretary was again summoned and instruct- 
ed to bring that day's batch of communications from 
the stone receptacles. He returned with a score of 
letters, which he deposited upon the table. When he 
had retired the inquisitors set to work upon the batch. 
A majority of the letters were of the usual trivial char- 
acter — accusations against individuals prompted by 
personal spite, malicious insinuations, and mysterious 
hints of imaginary treasons, plots, and conspiracies. 
These the inquisitors glanced at casually with practised 
eye, and cast aside as not worthy of serious considera- 
tion. 

There was one, however, which demanded their 
gravest attention. 

It was written in a fine, scholarly hand, and address- 
ed to the Council of Ten. The warning it contained was 
of a startling character. It informed the council that 
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a certain fast sailing felucca would leave Venice before 
daybreak, having on board two agents of the state who 
had turned traitors. It stated further that an honest 
fisherman of the Lagunes, Carlo by name, could be 
found in front of the ducal palace, between the hours 
of two and three in the morning, to conduct the galleys 
of Venice to the anchorage of the felucca and deliver 
the traitors into the hands of the authorities. 

"A serious matter this!" exclaimed one of the in- 
quisitors thoughtfully. 

"It hints at a conspiracy," said another. 

And they both looked inquiringly at Pilano. 

"Signors," said the latter impressively, "this docu- 
ment bears the impress of truth. Consequently it calls 
for prompt and effectual action. It is fortunate that 
the Council of Ten are in session, and that I am ex- 
pected to attend the meeting; for it will afford me an 
opportunity to bring this communication to their no- 
tice." 

With these words he took the letter from the table 
and quietly withdrew. In a closet near by he laid 
aside his mask and donned his senatorial robes. Then 
he proceeded to the council chamber. His appearance 
in this tribunal was the signal for an extraordinary 
demonstration. The grave senators threw up their 
hands, regarded him with pitying looks, and broke out 
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into exclamations of sympathy; while old Christoforo 
Donato arose slowly from his seat, and tottered for- 
ward with outstretched arms to meet him. 

"Alas, Anafesto ! Alas, my friend !" he cried. ''Your 
little pet dove has fallen a prey to falcons," 

Pilano turned pale and trembled. 

"What do you mean?" he asked. 

"That the Donna Beatrice has been stolen from your 
palace." 

Then, in a voice half choked with sobs, he explained 
how she had disappeared during his absence, and how 
his servants had sent to the council chamber to inform 
him of the mysterious affair. 

Pilano listened in silence, and, when the other had 
finished, asked: 

"Christoforo, do you remember what happened last 
night ?" 

Donato stared at him blankly. 

"I refer," went on Pilano, "to the exploit of the 
supposed English traveler who entered my palace in 
the disguise of a Carmelite monk. You will remember 
that I recognized him as the condottiere, Barnabas, and 
was at a loss to account for his mysterious visit. But 
I think I know what brought him to my palace now. 
He came here to concert a plot for the kidnapping of 
my daughter, probably to extort a ransom for her safe 
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return. In fact, I have excellent reasons for believing 
that he has her on board a felucca, and intends to es- 
cape from Venice with her before sunrise." 

With these words he turned from Donato, and pre- 
sented the mysterious letter to the council. 

Between the hours of two and three in the morning, 
a squadron of galleys might have been seen proceed- 
ing slowly along the Canale of San Marco towards the 
Lido. In the bows of the foremost vessel stood Signor 
Anafesto Pilano, commanding the formidable armada, 
and at his side Carlo, the fisherman, directing its 
course. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

DESCRIBING THE BEGINNING OF A FLIGHT. 

On seeing the squadron approaching, Barnabas hur- 
ried down from the rigging and ordered his skipper to 
get the felucca under way at once. 

The latter obeyed. 

The flapping sails were hauled up to the wind, the 
tiller was manned, and the vessel began to creep slowly 
out to sea. Little by little she increased her speed, until 
the water parted in jets of fine spray from her bows, 
and the billows broke over the gunwales. In less than 
two minutes from the time she started on her flight she 
was bounding over the waves at the limit of her sailing 
capacity. 

Barnabas looked again towards his pursuerj. 

It was evident that they had seen the felucca start 
seaward; for the galleys had changed their course, 
and, with bellying sails and flashing oars, were steering 
in the same direction. 
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He turned to the skipper. 

"Captain," said he, "I am placed in an unfortunate 
position. My destination lies to the west of Venice, 
and here we are to the east of the city with the Vene- 
tian galleys behind us. What are we to do?" 

"Sail round them," was the calm reply. 

"But can we?" 

"Providing the wind holds out, yes." 

"But if it fails?" 

"Then the galleys will overtake us. They have 
oars." 

This answer filled the heart of the knight with dis- 
may. 

What if the wind should fail ? 

He had oft heard it said that the wind went down 
with the moon, and he now looked anxiously towards 
the horizon, where the satellite was just dropping into 
the sea. 

Would its disappearance be followed by a calm? 

While his thoughts were busy with these questions, 
the Donna Beatrice drew near and accosted him. 

"Signor," said she, "you seem anxious. Is our peril, 
then, so great?" 

"My lady," he replied very gently, "I hope that all 
will go well. I have done everything in my power to 
aid you. You must now place your trust in God." 
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"Yes, you have done everything in your power," she 
repeated; "for you saved my life at the risk of your 
own.'* And she added in tones that thrilled him, "Sig- 
nor, you have been brave, you have been kind, and I 
am very grateful." 

The knight was far too generous to allow her to 
retain what he considered a false idea of his services. 
If he had rescued her from Stephano's violence, she 
had certainly saved him from his stiletto. Therefore, 
if there were any debt of gratitude between them, it 
was on his side. 

"Do not speak of being grateful to me, my lady," he 
cried impulsively. "It is rather I who should express 
my gratitude to you. Indeed, the very sight of your 
poor, wounded arm covers me with confusion; for it 
reminds me of how heroically you saved me from the 
assassin's knife." 

"It is evident. Captain Barnabas," said the girl, in- 
genuously, "that you are a true knight, and I thank 
Prince Angelo for having sent me such a deliverer." 

At the mention of Angelo's name, Barnabas experi- 
enced a sudden contraction of the heart ; but he quick- 
ly repressed the jealous pang, and answered tremul- 
ously : 

"Thank you for those kind words ! They mean more 
to me than you will ever know. I am but a wandering 
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soldier of fortune, an uncouth man of the sword, rough, 
unlettered, and unskilled in gentle ways; neverthe- 
less, I will try to prove worthy of your good opinion." 

At this juncture the skipper approached Barnabas. 

"Signor," he said, "with your permission I will now 
change our course. We have maneuvered well; the 
breeze is freshening, and I think we can get to the 
westward of the galleys without interference. Shall I 
make the attempt ?" 

"If there is prospect of success," said Barnabas, 
"yes." 

"It will be close work," rejoined the skipper; "but 
I think we can get past them." 

And he hurried away to prepare the felucca for the 
trial. 

The knight turned to the Donna Beatrice. 

"You need rest, my lady," he said. "Let me conduct 
you to the cabin, where you can lie down and slum- 
ber." 

But at this she protested, saying : 

"No, signor, I would prefer being here." 

So Barnabas brought up cushions and arranged 
them in the stem, and, when she had nestled herself 
among them, sat down by her side. 

By this time the moon had dropped below the waves, 
and, in the deep, opaque blue of the sky, a multitude 
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of Stars shone forth with undimmed brilliancy. Bama- 
has raised his eyes to the twinkling lights and remain- 
ed for some time in an ecstacy of contemplation. 

"Of what are you thinking, signor ?" asked Beatrice 
softly. 

"I am not thinking. I am praying," was the grarc 
response. 

"Praying, signor? For what?" 

"For strength, my lady," he replied in a half-audible 
whisper. 

She laid her little hand on his and, looking up into 
his face with supreme wonder: 

"But, signor, why need you pray for strength?" she 
inquired — ''yon, who are so brave and strong?" 

"Because," said Barnabas, trembling under her 
touch, "I need Divine help to perform a sacred duty." 

He arose, and uplifting his hands to the sky with a 
vehement gesture : 

"O God !" he cried out passionately, "why have you 
dealt with me so cruelly? Why have you put my 
honor to such an awful test?" 

She regarded him with an expression of surprise and 
solicitude. 

"You are in trouble, signor," she said in sympathetic 
tones. "Can I not help you ?" 

"Help me?" he answered, his voice quivering with 
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anguish. ** Would to God that you could, my lady; 
for I am tempted beyond my powers of resistance." 

Touched by the pain in his face she murmured con» 
solingly : 

"Have no fears, signor; for, whatever the teinpta- 
tion may be that besets you, I am confident you will 
triumph over it in the end." 

Although he knew she spoke in ignorance of the real 
cause of his impassioned outburst, there was something 
so divinely gentle in her voice and manner that Barna- 
bas felt wondrously soothed; and, resuming his seat 
by her side, renewed his contemplation of the stars. 

Meanwhile the felucca had swerved round in its 
course, and was running to the westward with marvel- 
ous speed. As the wind was now abeam, the vessel 
keeled far over on her side, her masts aslant and bend- 
ing to the stress of canvas like reeds. Faster and fast- 
er she dashed through the water, leaving a trail of ed- 
dying foam behind her. As they approached the Vene- 
tian fleet, the anxiety of every one on board became 
intense. 

The skipper stood in the bows, issuing orders and 
keeping a sharp watch upon the galleys. His face was 
pale with apprehension; for he knew that capture 
meant for him an ignominious death. He had under- 
taken the voyage because of the large sum Barnabas 
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had offered him, and without a full appreciation of the 
perils it involved. And now he would have betrayed 
the knight had he dared. But he realized that Barna- 
bas and his followers were watching his every move- 
ment, and that, at the least indication of treachery, they 
would slay him. So he wisely made a virtue of neces- 
sity, and brought all his nautical skill into play in the 
knight's service. 

The three sailors who composed the crew were equal- 
ly intent upon escaping; for, in the event of capture, 
they were aware that the best they could expect was 
to be hanged as pirates. Therefore, the man at the 
helm directed the vessel's course with rare skill and 
precision, and those managing the sails obeyed every 
instruction of their captain with celerity. Having 
nothing to do, the knight's comrades hung over the 
gunwales in silence, their hearts beating wildly with 
excitement as the felucca drew nearer and nearer to 
the hostile squadron; while Barnabas, realizing that 
life or death was involved in the issue of the desperate 
race, found it difficult to maintain that calm exterior 
which consideration for the trembling girl at his side 
demanded. 

The felucca had not followed her new course long 
before the Venetian galleys changed theirs likewise^ 
and put out to intercept her. The pursuers and the 
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pursued were now running at right angles to one an- 
other, both being about the same distance from the 
point where their paths would intersect. 

All things being equal, the felucca could easily have 
reached this point ahead of the clumsier galleys, and 
have passed on to safety beyond it. But the conditions 
were not equal; for, besides having the wind abaft, 
the galleys were provided with oars, which more than 
made up for the difference between them and the fel- 
ucca in speed. The nearer they approached each other 
the more obvious this became. At first Barnabas was 
unwilling to admit it; but gradually it was forced 
upon his perceptions that the galleys were gaining in 
the race. There could be no longer any doubt that they 
were outsailing the felucca, and would succeed in their 
attempt to intercept her. 

The situation was becoming desperate. 

What was to be done? 

The problem was solved by the skipper. 

From his post in the felucca's bows he had watched 
every phase of the contest, eager to grasp at any cir- 
cumstance that might give him an advantage. And 
now it occurred to him that he might still outstrip the 
galleys by turning to the south and sailing before the 
wind. The maneuver was immediately executed. The 
felucca swung slowly round, and started wing and 
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wing towards the south. This brought her upon Z 
level keel and enabled her to ride the waves, instead of 
plunging through them as before. And now that she 
was on more equal terms with the galleys, she began 
gradually to draw away from them. She did not seeir 
to be sailing fast; but she was literally flying. With 
her two great sails extended to the right and left like 
wings, she skimmed over the billows with the speed of 
an aquatic bird. 

The moon having set, the sea was enveloped in dark- 
ness, and Barnabas began to hope that the Venetians 
would lose sight of them in the gloom. This hope grew 
stronger with the lapse of every minute; for he ob- 
served that the galleys were gradually becoming more 
and more shadowy and indistinct. 

On a sudden there flashed upon his sight a red 
tongue of flame, followed almost immediately by a 
deafening roar. 

The foremost galley had opened fire upon them with 
a culverin stationed in her bows. Then, as a great 
stone projectile came skipping over the water, not 
twenty yards to starboard, the Donna Beatrice uttered 
a little cry of terror. 

"Fear not, my lady!" said Barnabas reassuringly. 
" 'Tis only one of those newfangled engines of war 
called cannon." 
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But, even while he was speaking, there came another 
flash, another roar, and almost simultaneously a sec- 
ond missile passed whistling above their heads. 

The skipper hurried aft, and again approached Bar- 
nabas. 

"Signor," said he, "we have gained considerably on 
this run. I believe that now we could pass to the west- 
ward without interference." 

"But why not keep our present course?" asked Bar- 
nabas. 

"Because it is dangerous to do so, eccellensa. By 
sailing before the wind, we keep within range of the 
cannon of our pursuers." 

"And if we veer to the west?" 

"Ah, then it will be different. We will be crossing 
their fire, and they will find it difficult to hit us." 

"Very well," said Barnabas, "you may make the at- 
tempt." 

Again the felucca put about and started towards the 
west, and again her pursuers endeavored to intercept 
her. 

And now began a desperate struggle. 

From one direction came the felucca, shooting 
through the water with the rapidity of a quarrel from 
a crossbow; from the other the Venetian galleys, 
urged on by sails and oars. 
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Pale and determined, Barnabas rose to his feet, and 
encouraged the sailors to exercise their utmost skill 
in seamanship. Above his voice could be heard that of 
the skipper, shouting: 

"Steady, men ! Steady !" 

And all the while the felucca was approaching closer 
and closer to the galleys. 

One minute — ^two minutes — ^three minutes. 

Then the little craft flew swiftly athwart their bows. 

The culverins vomited fire and roared. The water 
all about was churned into foam and spray by stone 
missiles; yet the felucca passed on unharmed. 

After this it was a stem chase. 

For a while the felucca gained steadily upon her 
pursuers. It seemed likely that she would escape them 
after all. So at least thought Barnabas ; for he resum- 
ed his seat beside the Donna Beatrice, and endeavored 
to allay her fears with words of hope. But, although 
the galleys were falling farther and farther behind in 
the race, they did not give up the pursuit. For mile 
after mile they chased the felucca over the sea, hurling 
projectiles at her from their culverins, yet never once 
striking their target. 

"Poor marksmanship," thought Barnabas. 

But he was mistaken. 

Signor Pilano, in his capacity as admiral of the 
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squadron, had directed the gunners to shoot close to 
the felucca, but on no account to hit her, as he had 
reason to believe that his only daughter was on board 
the little craft. He imagined that the roar of his cul- 
verins alone would be sufficient to strike terror into the 
hearts of her kidnappers and bring them to terms. Now, 
however, that they were escaping with her, he gave 
other orders, and commanded his gunners to cripple 
the felucca at the risk of sinking hen 

"Well aimed!" cried Barnabas, as a large stone 
struck a wave close to the stem and deluged him with 
spray. 

A moment afterwards another stone struck nearer 
still, and, turning to the Donna Beatrice, he said solic- 
itously : 

"This is no place for you, my lady. I implore you 
to retire to the cabin." 

He was helping her down the narrow steps leading 
into the rude deckhouse, so designated, when he was 
startled by a loud report overhead. 

He looked up, and saw to his dismay that a projectile 
had torn its way through one of the sails, releasing the 
imprisoned wind with a sharp explosion. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

RELATING TO A SKIPPER'S CUNNING STRATEGEM. 

As he gazed upon the swaying spars, sagging ropes, 
and fluttering canvas, Barnabas realized that a serious 
calamity had overtaken the felucca. 

One of its two great sails had been rendered useless. 

Fortunately the projectile had been fired from a gal- 
ley a little to one side of the direct line of the chase, 
and so had struck its mark obliquely. Otherwise it 
would have ripped its way through both sails, and the 
race wo\ild have been over. Leaving the Donna 
Beatrice in the cabin the knight sought out the skipper. 
He found him standing amidships, looking up in a kind 
of stupor at the injured sail. 

"What's to be done?" asked Barnabas. 

"If they can shoot like that," was the tremulous re- 
ply, "nothing." 

"But we must do something," urged the knight. "So 
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long as we have a plank under our feet, we must not 
give up." 

"True," cried the skipper, arousing himself from his 
apathy. "Surrender means death. We must act." 

And, turning from Barnabas, he began giving direc- 
tions to his men. 

In obedience to his commands, two sailors climbed 
the slender mast with an extra sail, and endeavored to 
throw it out over the hole in the injured canvas. The 
first and second attempts resulted in failure; but, on 
the third trial, they succeeded in covering the aper- 
ture. For a few moments the great sail stopped flap- 
ping and bulged to the wind. The spars swung out, the 
ropes ran taught, and the vessel keeled farther over on 
her side. Then there was a tearing sound, as the patch 
was blown clear through the opening, and the sail flip- 
ped as idly as before. 

Barnabas groaned. 

"Can nothing be done ?" he asked of the skipper. "Is 
there not some other way of mending the canvas ?" 

"Signor, there is no other way." 

And the skipper looked into his face despairingly. 

In the mean time the galleys were gradually lessen- 
ing the distance between them and the crippled felucca. 
But, as the exertions of the chase had greatly exhausted 
the rowers, they did not come up as quickly as might 
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have been expected. In the run to westward the ves- 
sels had passed outside the harbor of Venice. They 
were now approaching the Isle Diavolo. Day was be- 
ginning to dawn, and the coast of Italy beyond the La- 
gunes was plainly discernible. 

Barnabas looked longingly towards the land, and 
then back at the Venetian galleys. The land was about 
five miles distant ; the galleys not half a mile away. 

He turned again to the skipper. 

"How far can we run," said he, "before the galleys 
overtake us?" 

The skipper answered : 

They will overhaul us within the next three miles." 

'Would it not be possible to keep ahead of them for 
two miles further ?" 

"No, eccellenza. Why do you ask?" 

"Because," said Barnabas, "it occurred to me that, 
if we could manage to reach the coast before them, we 
might still escape." 

"Do you mean by running the felucca ashore, and 
taking to dry land?" 

"Yes." 

The skipper fell to pondering. Then, in accents res- 
olute and hopeful : 

"Signor," said he, "I think it can be done." 

And he explained to Barnabas just how it was pos- 
sible to put the project in execution. 
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He called his attention to the fact that they were not 
yet clear of the Lagunes. Since they had turned west, 
they had gradually worked in towards them, so that 
now their marshes and shallows were not more than 
two miles off to windward. 

"If we could once reach them," he added, "I would 
defy the entire Venetian navy to catch us." 

"Explain yourself," said Barnabas. 

^'Well, you see, signor," returned the skipper, "I am 
familiar with every shoal and channel of the Lagunes, 
and I know of one winding channel by which we could 
run close in to the mainland." 

'But could not the galleys follow us thither?" 

'They might attempt it, but they would surely come 
to grief. There is not sufficient depth of water to float 
vessels of their size, even if they were provided with 
pilots to keep them off the shoals." 

*'In that case," said Barnabas, "let us make for the 
Lagunes at once." 

Accordingly, the skipper issued orders to his men, 
and, when the felucca had changed Her course and was 
tacking to windward, he went aft and took charge of 
the helm in person. Fortunately the commander of the 
hostile squadron had directed his gunners to cease fir- 
ing. Having crigpled the felucca, he believed that she 
must now inevitably fall into his hands. When she 
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turned towards the Lagunes, therefore, he imagined 
the maneuver to be a sure indication that the fugitives 
had abandoned all hope of escaping him, and were 
making for the marshes in despair. So he contented 
himself with heading his galleys in the same direction. 

In beating to windward it soon became apparent that 
the felucca was terribly handicapped by the injury she 
had received. For, with only the foresail intact, it was 
impossible to keep her close hauled to the wind. The 
galleys now gained rapidly. Before a mile had been 
passed they had covered more than half the distance 
intervening between them and the fugitives, and it was 
certain that they would overtake the latter long before 
they could reach the Lagunes. Realizing this, Barna- 
bas called his followers together, and addressed them 
in these words : 

"My men, the end is not far ofF. Fate is against us. 
Escape is no longer possible. We have, then, but two 
alternatives to choose between — z quick and honorable 
death in the cause of a noble lady, or one that is slow 
and ignominious in the dungeons of Venice. For my 
part, I choose the former. Which is your choice ?" 

"To die with you, captain dear !" cried Martin. 

"Aye, we'll die with our captain!*' chimed in his 
comrades. 

"Very well," said Barnabas, "then look to your arms, 
and take vour stand at the cabin door." 
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With these words he turned from them, and entered 
the cabin to prepare the Donna Beatrice for her fate. 

She was sitting on a bench, her wounded arm resting 
upon a rude table. There was an expression of pain 
on her face, tempered with resignation. How beautiful 
she was, and how helpless ! 

Barnabas took a seat by her side and said very 
gravely : 

"You will soon have need of all your courage, my 
lady." 

She looked at him inquiringly, and remained silent. 
I have done all that I could for you," he continued ; 
but it has been of no avail. The galleys are gaining 
upon us fast. The end is near." 

Is there, then, no hope ?" she asked fjaintly. 
None whatever, unless the saints work a miracle 
on our behalf." 

She turned pale and trembled. Then, in a low, plain- 
tive voice : 

"Oh, signor," she said, "why did you ever undertake 
my rescue ?" 

"It is a true knight's duty to succor the distressed," 
answered Barnabas simply. 

"How noble you are !" she cried in open admiration. 
Then, blushing at her own impulsiveness, she added : 
But I must not let you perish on my account. 
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There is time yet to escape if you can devise a means. 
Leave me ! Save yourself, I implore you !" 

"Leave you, my sweet lady ?" said the knight in tones 
of gentle remonstrance. "Never while I have strength 
to raise an arm in your service !" 

"But they will not kill mel' she protested vehement- 
ly. "It is you they will kill. Capture means death to 
YOU : to me the worst that can befall is " 

She paused, shuddering. 

"Far worse than death," added Barnabas. 

An eloquent silence succeeded. Then the knight 
asked in tones that trembled with emotion : 

"My lady, will you forgive me my failure to save 
you?" 

"Oh, signor," she cried, "why do you ask me that? 
Forgive you? Why, my heart is overflowing with 
gratitude to you." 

And the tears welled up in her eyes. 

Barnabas raised her hand to his lips, and kissed it 
reverently. Then he turned quickly away and de- 
parted to rejoin his men. 

By this time the galleys had come up so close that 
the faces of the soldiers on board could be plainly seen. 
Looking towards them, the knight saw in the bow of 
the foremost ship two men whom he presently recog- 
nized. 
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One was Pilano the senator, the other Carlo the fish- 
erman; the father of the woman he loved, and the 
man who had betrayed him to that father. 

"Comrades," he said, pointing to Pilano, "if that 
old man should happen to take part in the combat, 
spare him. But if the villain at his side," he added, in- 
dicating the fisherman, "comes within reach of your 
weapons, show him no mercy." 

With these words he proceeded to the helm to have 
a few last words with the skipper. He found him in- 
tent on his steering. His eyes were fixed steadfastly 
ahead, his muscles were braced, while both his hands 
grasped the tiller firmly. 

" 'Tis all to no purpose, my friend," said Barnabas. 
"Look ! the galleys are within a cable's length of us." 

And he pointed in the direction of the squadron. 

"Be quiet !" snarled the skipper. "Can't you see I'm 
busy?" 

"You waste your toil," said Barnabas. "There is 
not the slightest chance of escaping now." 

The skipper turned upon him fiercely. 

"Not if you disturb me," he cried in a frenzy. 
"Come, leave me, as you value your life !" 

Was the man mad ? 

Barnabas scrutinized him closely. There was a wild 
glitter in his eyes, and his face was flushed with ex- 
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citement. It appeared that the fear of death had 
deprived him of his reason. Barnabas spoke to him 
again; but this time received no answer. The man 
seemed to be completely absorbed in scanning the sea 
ahead. Several seconds passed by. Then, on a sudden, 
the skipper exclaimed in a kind of transport : 

"Now may the blessed St. Anthony assist me !" 

And, pushing on the tiller with all his strength, he 
ttimed the rudder hard to starboard. 

With a swift and graceful curve, the felucca re- 
sponded to her helm. Her sail fluttered for a moment 
as she faced the wind ; then, filling again, tugged hard 
at the bending mast. 

"My God!" exclaimed Barnabas. "What is the 
lunatic about?" 

He had not long to wait for a reply. For presently 
the skipper turned to him and shouted : 

"May the Saints be praised, signor ! We have cross- 
ed the bar in safety." 

At the same time he pointed over the stem. 

Barnabas glanced behind him, and beheld a long, 
narrow line of agitated water ruffling the surface of 
the sea. 

"And now," went on the skipper; "keep your gaze 
on the galleys; for they'll come to grief unless tKey 
have a care." 
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'^Explain what you mean !" said the knight. 

The skipper laughed gleefully. 

"Why, Tve led them into a trap," he said. "There 
is only one place where that sand bar can be crossed, 
and that is the narrow channel through which we came. 
And we caught the tide just right, thank God! or even 
this little felucca could not have crossed it." 

At that instant they heard a loud outcry from the 
direction of the bar. 

Then there arose shouts of dismay, of warning, of 
expostulation, of command, accompanied by the crash- 
ing of timbers and the creaking and groaning of cord- 
age. 

The foremost galley had grounded on the reef. 

Within a few moments a second galley met with the 
same fate. 

Consternation spread throughout the squadron. The 
vessels that followed in the wake of the wrecked gal- 
leys veered to the right and left, in their endeavor to 
avoid the bar, and the entire fleet was thrown into con- 
fusion. 

Meanwhile the felucca was approaching nearer and 
nearer to the Lajg[unes. 
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CHAPTER XXrV. 

IN WHICH THE FLIGHT IS CONTINUED ON LAND. 

Safe for the time from pursuit, the fugitives ex- 
perienced no further difficulties in making their way 
to the mainland. 

On disembarking, Barnabas called his men around 
him and addressed them as follows : 

"My plans have been disarranged. We have been 
forced to land many miles from the rendezvous where 
our comrades are awaiting us. If all had gone well 
we should have been with them ere now. As it is, we 
will not reach them until long after the appointed time. 
They will be expecting us, but we will not come, and 
their anxiety may prompt them to some rash enterprise. 
This must be avoided. They must be informed of our 
plight, and instructed to hasten up the coast to meet 
us. Otherwise we may be overtaken and captured yet. 
Who will bear a message to them ? Who among you 
.will be my courier?" 
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Before the others could answer, Martin sprang for- 
ward, crying: 

"I will, captain r 

"Good !" said Barnabas ; and he proceeded to give 
him further instructions for his comrades. 

When Martin had departed on his errand, the knight 
began making hasty preparations for flight. He order- 
ed provisions for a day's journey to be taken from the 
felucca's pantry. With a ship's hammock and a couple 
of poles, he made a kind of swinging chair for the 
Donna Beatrice. Then, everything being in readiness, 
he gave the word to march. 

As they were still in Venetian territory, Barnabas 
:.*ealized that it would be necessary to proceed with the 
utmost caution. For, should they be seen by any of 
the inhabitants, word would undoubtedly be sent to 
the city, with the result that a party of soldiers would 
be despatched in pursuit of them. Near the sea the 
way was impracticable on account of the marshes and 
inlets of the coast which in many places was without 
any appearance of dry land. So they made their way 
inland for several miles before turning towards their 
destination. Fortunately, the skipper was well ac- 
quainted with the region, and was fully as anxious as 
Barnabas to reach a place of safety. He walked ahead 
of the company, acting as their guide. The three 
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sailors came next, and behind them strode the knight 
and his men, proceeding at a brisk walk, and bearing 
the Donna Beatrice in her swinging chair among them. 

Barnabas kept close by the girl's side, showing her 
many little attentions, but conversing seldom. For 
now that they were in no immediate danger, he had 
time for reflection. 

Although he realized that his love was hopeless, after 
the first passion of despair had subsided he had be- 
come in a measure resigned, and could even thank God 
for having brought about his meeting with a being who 
had awakened him to noble thoughts and high resolves. 
He delighted in her beauty, in her innocence, her cour- 
age in the face of danger, and felt that her's was one of 
those pure and rare hearts for which a true man would 
dare and suffer all things. What if she were destined 
for another? Could he not still remain her devoted 
and faithful knight errant ? 

The Donna Beatrice remained buried in thought 
also. Was she thinking of Prince Angelo? No; but 
of the knight at her side. 

She recalled the circumstances of their chance meet- 
ing in the Garden of Statues, of their subsequent ro- 
mantic encounters, and of their interview in her 
father's palace, when he had entered her apartments 
in disguise and pledged himself to deliver her from 
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a fate she dreaded more than death. What a daring, 
chivalrous act ! She lived over again the terrible oc- 
currences in the fisherman's hut, when he had rescued 
her at the risk of his life. She remembered all the 
delicate, knightly attentions she had received at his 
hands since then, and she also thanked GJod for having 
given her such a gallant protector, a friend so gener- 
ous and brave. 

The country they were now crossing was almost a 
wilderness. Habitations and cultivated fields were 
rarely encountered. This, however, was a cause for 
congratulation, as they did not wish to be seen. The 
sun had risen, the weather was fine, the temperature 
supportable, and as they hastened on, their spirits be- 
gan to respond to these genial influences. The men 
talked and laughed, twitting one another good humor- 
edly on their recent experiences in the guise of servants 
to a rich traveler; for, now that they had left Venice 
and its palaces behind them, they were in all respects 
warriors again. 

As they proceeded farther and farther from the La- 
gunes, they allowed themselves more and more free- 
dom. They became noisier and noisier in their converse, 
and occasionally broke out into song. Yet so long as 
they were decent in their behavior, Barnabas did not 
interfere. But when one of them uttered an oath, the 
knight was at his side in an instant. 
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"Sirrah !" he exclaimed wrathf ully, "remember that 
a lady is with us." 

And he accompanied the words with such a menac- 
ing look that the man spoke not for an hour thereafter. 

At noon they halted on the banks of a purling brook. 
Barnabas conducted his fair companion to a mossy 
knoll, overshadowed by a palm tree, and, spreading his 
cloak upon the ground^ invited her to be seated. 

"Rest here while I bring your food," said he. 

When he returned with the refreshments, he sank 
down on the cloak beside her, and pressed her to eat 
and drink. 

Having partaken of the nourishment, they rested for 
awhile in the cool shade, conversing in drowsy under- 
tones to the accompaniment of the brook's incessant 
babbling. Then up and on again, through fields and 
forests, o'er moorlands and morasses, up hill and down 
dale for miles. And all the while Barnabas maintained 
his post at the lady's side, on the watch to anticipate 
her most trivial need. 

Finally, as the afternoon was beginning to wane, 
they reached the summit of an elevation from which 
the country beyond could be seen for many leagues. It 
extended below them in an almost boundless plain, cov- 
ered over with a growth of rank, wild grass. A road 
wound through it, and, had it not been for this \/hite 
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ribbon, which stretched away as far as the eye could 
see, the travelers might have thought they were gazing 
upon a desert. 

While Barnabas was looking down upon this deso- 
late campagna, he observed a cloud of dust approach- 
ing along the road. It was evidently raised by a troop 
of horsemen ; but whether friends, or foes, it was im- 
possible to tell. So he determined to halt where he was 
until the troop drew nearer. Whoever they were, the 
horsemen rode rapidly, and within twenty minutes had 
advanced so near that their forms could be descried 
through the dust which enveloped them. It could be 
seen also that they were accompanied by a number of 
led horses. Barnabas felt his heart bound with joy; 
for he knew by this that the horsemen were his own 
trusty followers, riding with whip and spur to his 
lescue. 

As they drew nearer he observed that one of the 
troopers rode in advance of the others, apparently urg- 
ing them on to greater speed. 

A second glance informed him that it was his faith- 
ful courier, Martin. 

He fixed his kerchief on the point of his rapier, and 
waved it frantically above his head. 

"This way, my brave lads ! This way !" he cried. 

They saw the signal, raised a loud cheer, and, turn- 
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ing from the road^ advanced up the hillside at a furious 
gallop. On reaching the siunmit they vaulted quickly 
out of their saddles, and crowded eagerly round their 
captain, crying : 

"May God bless you, captain dear ! May God bless 
you I" 

Then they turned and embraced the comrades who 
were with him, and there was a great ado. 

"Did you bring a pillion along with you?" asked 
Barnabas. 

"Aye, captain." 

"And my suit of mail?" 

"Yes, and helmets and cuirasses for the men at 



arms." 



The knight turned to his squire. 

"Martin, my lad," he said, "bring hither my armor, 
and help me on with it." 

When the Donna Beatrice beheld her gallant cham- 
pion arrayed in all the glittering paraphernalia of war, 
she could not hide her admiration. Heretofore she had 
known him only as a brave and courteous civilian ; but, 
behold him now transformed into a noble and puissant 
knight armed cap a pie in steel ! The sunlight glistened 
and sparkled on his polished mail, weaving a halo 
round him. Plumes waved proudly on his helmet, and 
beneath his uplifted visor looked out his earnest, reso- 
lute countenance, embrowned by long exposure. 
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The Donna Beatrice gazed upon him like one fasci- 
nated, while a strange and sweet emotion filled her 
soul. If Prince Angelo had been wise he would have 
hesitated before sending such a gallant and comely 
knight to her rescue. 

While the men at arms were preparing to depart, the 
skipper came running towards them, shouting excited- 
ly: 

"The Venetians! The Venetians! We are pur- 
sued!" 

Barnabas cast his eyes over the country back of 
them, and saw that a troop of cavalry was rapidly ap- 
proaching the hill. The men were bending low down 
over their horses' necks, their lances at rest, and above 
them fluttered a banner emblazoned with the winged 
lion of St. Mark. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

CONCERNING THINGS APPERTAINING TO THE HEART. 

The knight turned to the Donna Beatrice. 

"G>me, my lady," said he, "we must be going." 

And, taking her hand, he led her to the thicket where 
his charger was picketed. 

Vaulting into the saddle, he stooped down and as- 
sisted her to mount to the pillion behind him; then, 
calling upon his men to follow, he started down the 
hillside towards the plain. Immediately the trumpet 
sounded to horse ; the troopers sprang to their steeds, 
mounted, and galloped after him, while the skipper and 
the sailors hurried off to conceal themselves in the 
nearest bushes until the chase passed by. 

On reaching the plain, Barnabas made his way 
quickly to the road, and began following its windings 
southward at full speed. He had not proceeded far, 
however, when his squire rode up abreast of him. 

"Captain," said he, "the men are anxious for battle. 
Why should we flee from the Venetians like cravens ?" 



«■ 



it 
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"Wouldst have me bring on a war?" asked Barna- 
bas. "Go back and tell my men that Frescia and Ven- 
ice are at peace." 

'But if our pursuers should overtake us ?" 

'Ah, if they force us to fight, it will be diflferent." 

And the knight's lips closed together in an expres- 
sion of grim resolve. 

Shortly afterwards the Venetians appeared upon the 
crest of the hill, caught sight of them, sent up a tri- 
umphant shout, and putting spurs to their horses, 
plunged down the declivity in hot pursuit. 

"Hold fast to me my lady!" cried Barnabas to his 
fair companion. Then, as she twined her lovely arms 
around him, he dashed forward at a furious gallop. 

Unused to such desperate riding, or indeed to a seat 
upon a horse at all, the Donna Beatrice was nearly 
thrown from the pillion, and cried out in an agony of 
terror : 

"Help, signor, help ! I am falling." 

"What, you cannot hold fast to me?" asked the 
knight; and, upon her replying with a frightened, 

No "Then I must needs hold fast to you, my 

lady !" he exclaimed gallantly. 

While speaking he turned half way round, and, en- 
circling her with his arm, lifted her lightly to a seat 
on the saddle in front of him. 



J 
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After that the chase was a tumultuous vision. He 
was vaguely conscious of supporting an adorable be- 
ing enveloped in a bewildering cloud of fluttering silks 
and scarfs ; of the voluptuous warmth of contact with 
a lithe and yielding little body; of a luxuriant mass 
of perfumed, golden hair floating in the wind about 
him — ^to all else he was oblivious. 

The race that ensued was for some time of doubtful 
issue, but, after several leagues had been covered at a 
furious gallop, the superior mettle of the knight's 
horses began to tell. Slowly, steadily, they drew away 
from their pursuers, until, on arriving at the extremity 
of the plain, they were fully a mile ahead of them. 

At this point the road branched off in two directions 
— one arm veering obliquely towards the sea; the other 
turning inland towards a dense forest. 

Barnabas chose the latter. 

What a relief it was to pass from the hot, dusty open 
into the cool, refreshing shadows of the trees! The 
hoofs of the horses no longer clattered on the hard 
ground, but fell noiselessly upon a thick carpet of 
leaves. On every side the trees and rocks seemed to 
close round them protectingly. Surely in this forest 
sanctuary there was no need of further hurry ! Never- 
theless, the fugitives did not slacken their speed. For 
mile after mile they pushed on into the forest, untU 



I 
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the road narrowed to a mere bridle path leading ap- 
parently nowhere. Then, as the sun had set and it was 
growing too dark to go forward with safety, Barnabas 
ordered a halt. 

**We will turn aside from the path," he said, "and 
pitch our camp for the night. If the Venetians come 
this way, they will pass us in the gloom, and we can 
rest in peace and security." 

With these words he led the way to a secluded covert 
some distance to the right of the path, and commanded 
his followers to dismount. The entire party then bi- 
vouacked for the night, with the exception of Martin, 
who remained at the trail to keep watch on the move- 
ments of the Venetians. 

The spot Barnabas had selected for his encampment 
was a small glade, carpeted with delicate ferns, pavil- 
lioned from the dew by the spreading branches of palm 
trees, and encompassed round by a dense thicket of 
laurels. A tiny rivulet wound its way through this 
cloistered recess with a murmer of sweet sound, and, 
where it spread into a little cup-like pool, the water- 
lillies were coaxed to sleep by its silvery lullaby. 

On the margin of this basin the knight made a couch 
of ferns for the Donna Beatrice, and, having disposed 
his men in a protecting circle round, conducted her 
thither. Then after they had partaken of a frugal sup- 
per, he turned to her and said : 
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"You must be weary, my lady. Lie down and sleep 
in peace. I will see that your slumbers are not dis- 
turbed." 

"Do you mean that you will watch over me, sig- 
nor ?" she inquired in solicitious tones. 

"Yes," answered Barnabas gently. 

"No; I cannot permit that!" she exclaimed impetu- 
ously. "You must be far more fatigued than I am, 
and 'twere wiser that you should sleep, while I do the 
watching. Remember that you have a grave responsi- 
bility upon your shoulders." 

"My lady," said he, "you forget that I am a man of 
war, inured to fatigue and nights of watching; where- 
as you are a delicate maiden, unaccustomed to travel 
and hardship. If you would last to your journey's end, 
therefore, be governed by what I advise. Sleep now 
while you may, in order to have strength for tomor- 



row." 



So, realizing that further entreaties would be useless, 
the Donna Beatrice complied with his request. 

The night passed quickly to Barnabas. 

Until his beloved was wrapped in slumber, he re- 
mained at a discreet distance from her resting-place, 
apparently absorbed in contemplation of the pool; then 
he crept softly to her side and gazed intently at her 
peaceful countenance that shone like a white lily in the 
light of the new-risen moon. 
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A sleeping maiden is sacred. 

It is then that her chastity appears unveiled. The 
dreams that rise unbidden in her slumbers are reflected 
in the fleeting expressions of her countenance ; the in- 
nocence and purity of her heart are mirrored there. 
She blushes, she trembles, she smiles, murmurs and 
sighs escape her. She becomes a white transparency 
through which the soul can be seen. 

Barnabas felt that he was committing a sacrilege and 
hardly dared to breath. 

The girl lay on her side, her head pillowed on her 
arms, her shapely limbs crossed gracefully upon the 
ferns, with unbound hair falling in luxuriant, wavy 
tresses about her face and shoulders, and lips parted 
in a divine smile. 

How long the knight remained gazing upon this 
vision of sleeping innocence, he never knew. Certain 
it is that the dawn found him still contemplating the 
sleeper. The faint light of morning was beginning to 
filter through the tree-tops when the girl suddenly 
awoke and beheld him bending over her, absorbed in 
a profound reverie. She looked up at him with a 
smile like a sunbeam. 

"Ah, signor," she said, "I see you have been faithful 
to vour 'trust." 

"Did you rest well, my lady?" he inquired tremu- 
lously. 
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"I could not have slept sounder in my father's pal- 
ace," was the light-hearted reply. 

While speaking: she knelt on the brink of the rivulet, 
and, pushing back the tresses from her forehead, bath- 
ed her face in the cool, clear water. Then, employing 
the limpid pool as a mirror, she combed and bound up 
her hair. When her toilet was completed, the knight 
brought her wine and food, and together they sat down 
to a hasty breakfast ; after which they made ready to 
continue their journey. 

It took but a short time to prepare the knight's 
troopers for the march. Ere sunrise, all were in the 
saddle, riding swiftly toward the trail they had left the 
evening before. 

"What n%ws, my lad?" asked Barnabas, when they 
reached the spot where Martin was doing duty as a 
sentry. "Have the Venetians passed this way during 
the night?" 

"No, captain," answered Martin; "I have neither 
seen nor heard anything of them." 

"Strange!" muttered Barnabas. "I cannot under- 
stand why they should have abandoned the chase so 



soon." 



Saying which, he put spurs to his gallant charger 
and led the way onward into the forest. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

DESCRIBING THE JOURNEY OF TWO LOVERS THROUGH A 

FOREST, 

That day they started for Frescia. 

As their horses were somewhat fatigued from their 
recent exertions, however, they proceeded but slowly. 
Moreover, now that all immediate danger of pursuit 
was passed, the knight was in no hurry to arrive at his 
journey's end. The time would come, all too soon for 
him, when he would be compelled to part from his fair 
companion. 

What a joy it was to have her so near him! — ^riding 
on the same horse, touching him with her little hands, 
conversing with him over his shoulder. He could have 
journeyed on forever in such sweet companionship. 

And she also found a strange delight in his com- 
pany. She felt that she was safe with him, and that 
no harm could possibly befall her while under his pro- 
tection. He was so terrible, and yet so gentle, at least 
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to her. He reminded her of the heroic warriors she 
had read of in old romances, who slew dragons, over- 
threw giants, and righted the wrongs of fair maidens. 
And here she was riding on a pillion behind him — 
whither she cared not, so long as they remained 
together. 

For, all imconsciously, the girl's heart had undergone 
a change. 

Destiny, with its mysterious and inexorable influ- 
ences, had thrown her into intimate relations with a 
man who possessed every heroic and lovable attribute, 
and the star of Prince Angelo was eclipsed by the ris- 
ing of a brighter luminary in her soul. 

On the afternoon when she had first encountered 
Barnabas in the jjarden, she had remarked that he was 
handsome, and that his bearing was graceful, gentle, 
noble and proud. Fut this was only a momentary im- 
pression ; for, on returning to her father's palace that 
evening, she gave the courtly stranger no further 
thought. On their second meeting near the fountain, 
she had been prompted by coquetry to an indiscretion. 
She had encouraged him with a thoughtful glance and 
half-veiled smile. But, when he presumed upon her 
condescension to approach her, she became strangely 
frightened, and, hiding her countenance in a mask, 
sought refuge in flight. 
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When she had met him for the third time on the 
t)oat-landing, she was flattered by his evident persist- 
ence in following her, and rewarded him with a glance 
of unconscious tenderness; but it was not until he 
had ventured into her apartments in the disguise of a 
monk that she realized the interest he had awakened in 
her mind. 

He had appeared to her then as a gentle and chival- 
rous knight Engaged in a generous mission on behalf 
of a friend, and it had added not a little to her estimate 
of his character that she was the object of his adven- 
ture. Since their interview in the palace, he had re- 
vealed to her so many nofile qualities of heart and mind 
that her admiration had ripened into a deeper feeling. 

But as yet she was not fully conscious that she loved 
the knight. She only knew that she delighted in being 
near him. Indeed, if any one had told her that he had 
supplanted Prince Angelo in her affections, she would 
have resolutely denied it with an incriminating blush. 
Nevertheless, with a woman's unerring instinct, she 
had divined that the knight was in love with her, and 
she felt both pride and joy at the thought of it. 

So these two impassioned beings fared onward 
through the forest distantly adoring each other. 

To Barnabas, the journey was a dream. 

He cantered through the woodland paths, with the 
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lovely maid on the pillion behind him, thinking only 
of the present moment, and forgetful of the friend who 
was awaiting him in distant Frescia. He was in that 
ecstatic frame of mind in which living is a romance and 
even the merest trifles become spiritualized and sub- 
lime. The forest was no longer a wood to him, but an 
enchanted, visionary region, peopled with beautiful 
shapes and vocal with ineffable sounds. The soft mur- 
muring of the wind in the pines, the rustling of grass 
and ferns, the babbling of running water, the dron- 
ing of bright winged insects and the carolling of birds 
in brake and tree-top — all blended in a harmonious 
symphony of love. 

Encompassed by such cheering influences the knight 
regained his gaiety of spirits. His countenance assum- 
ed once more its expression of half-humorous serenity, 
and he laughed and chatted playfully with his charm- 
ing comrade. They came to a spot where two brooks 
met and mingled their waters. Above the point of 
confluence they both fretted noisily in narrow chan- 
nels ; below it they glided tranquilly in one broad, deep 
stream. 

"Observe, my lady," he said, drawing rein at the 
junction of their waters, "how troublous is the course 
of these rivulets until they meet and flow on together ! 
How like to the course of human lives ! It oft happens 
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that two beings fare on through the world, apart and 
in trouble, until fate brings them into conjunction; 
when they continue their way, reflecting heaven in 
their wedded hearts." 

"It is a pretty image, signor,** replied the girl de- 
murely ; "and yet it is capable of being rudely inverted 
by circumstances. For it may also happen that the 
course of two lives will flow smoothly, until the very 
conjunction you speak of occurs, when they will run on 
in a turbulent channel, clashing and fuming most dis- 
tressfully." 

"What a melancholy picture !" laughed Barnabas. 

"And yet it may be a true one. It is a matter of 
chance." 

They came to a wayside crucifix. 

"Signor," said the girl very gravely, "let us pause 
awhile and kneel in prayer! For, methinks, we owe 
thanks to Our Dear Redeemer for guiding us through 
so many perils." 

So he assisted her to alight and knelt with her before 
the sacred tree. And they poured forth their souls in 
thanksgiving; but, each in a different way. For, 
whereas the prayer of the maiden expressed simple 
gratitude, the knight's was a tumultuous blending of 
thanks, supplication and praise. 

It was the prayer ci one intoxicated with happiness. 

They passed under a dismantled castle. 



234 THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY. 

It Stood in the middle of the wood upon a great rock^ 
with its battlements and keep frowning down upon 
them through the foliage. Moss, lichens and ivy traced 
fantastic arabesques of green all over its gray walls, 
and its drawbridge hung in ruins from the portcullis. 
Looking through the opening Barnabas descried a 
dense thicket of wild roses in full bloom. He drew in 
his horse, vaulted lightly from the saddle, and, throw- 
ing the reins to the Donna Beatrice : 

"Wait here, my lady !" he exclaimed with a beaming 
smile. "I will soon return." 

Then, moving toward the causeway leading up to 
the crumbling pile, he as(;pnded it and passed under the 
toppling drawbridge into the courtyard. Presently he 
was among the roses, plucking them right and left, and 
humming to himself meanwhile the refrain of a dainty 
ballad. When he had gathered a large nosegay of the 
scarlet blooms, he returned to the girl and presented it 
to her with a graceful bow. 

"My lady," said he, "as it was among roses that I 
first beheld you, I beg of you to accept these flowers 
that I may see you in their bright company again." 

With a radiant smile she took them from his hand, 
and placed them on her bosom. 

"What, you remember that meeting?" she asked 
sweetly. 
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"I shall never forget it," he replied ; "for it marked 
the dawn of a new era in my life." 

"A new era, signor?" 

"Yes, my lady ; for I never knew what real happiness 
was until I met with you." 

She regarded him with a look of innocent wonder. 

"Before I knew you," he continued impetuously, "I 
thought only of war and glory. My life was passed on 
horseback, or on tented fields. My business was fight- 
ing; my pleasures those of the camp. I lived wholly 
among men, and the only women I knew were those I 
beheld, sitting afar off under gorgeous canopies, 
among the spectators at jousts and tournaments. But 
since knowing you, my lady," he added with passionate 
earnestness, "I care no longer for such vanities. For 
you have proved to me that happiness lies in sweeter, 
gentler things." 

During this ardent avowal, the girl turned pale and 
trembled, while her beautiful countenance was over- 
shadowed by an expression of anguish. When he had 
come to an end : 

"Oh, signor, I pray you desist !" she cried out in an 
agitated voice; and, drooping her shapely head, she 
buried her face among the roses. 

Attributing her confusion to modesty, the knight 
sprang blithely into the saddle, and, resuming his com- 
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mand of the reins, urged his charger to an easy canter. 
For the birds were singing in his heart, and his soul 
was enveloped in bliss. 

When evening arrived and they again went into 
camp, the girl asked him : 

"How long will it take us to reach Frescia, signor?*' 

"By this route about four days more," he answered. 

"So soon ?" she said. 

And then sighed profoundly. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

.WHEREIN A SECRET IS BETRAYED. 

The next day's journey found them ascending the 
slopes of a mountain range. The road was steep and 
narrow, and they were obliged to halt at frequent in- 
tervals to rest their jaded horses. 

As they mounted higher and higher, every turn in 
the path brought into view nobler and more extensive 
prospects — formidable castles overhanging peaceful 
valleys ; monasteries perched upon the summit of inac- 
cessible heights; cataracts falling with a muffled roar 
into deep ravines; sunny slopes, illimitable forests, 
monstrous crags and sublime peaks. 

Sometimes the trail would wind its way along the 
edge of a sheer precipice, and the Donna Beatrice 
would close her eyes, hold fast to the knight, and cry 
out with a shudder: 

"Oh, signor, ride with care, I implore you !" 

And he would answer : 
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"Our horse is sure of foot, my lady. We can trust 
him not to stumble." 

Again the path would ascend so abruptly that they 
would be compelled to dismoimt and walk, leading 
their horses by the bridle. And then Barnabas would 
experience the delight of holding his companion's 
hand, while assisting her to climb the rough way. 

The very difficulties they encountered on their jour- 
ney brought them into closer companionship. For the 
knight was continually called upon to assist the Donna 
Beatrice in mounting and dismounting, climbing and 
descending, and once, when they came to a swift tor- 
rent where a freshet had swept away the narrow 
bridge, he was accorded the supreme bliss of lifting 
her up bodily in his arms, and bearing her through the 
water. For he was afraid that his horse might slip on 
such a treacherous bottom. 

At noon they halted on a broad plateau and partook 
of a simple repast. Through a cleft in the mountains 
they had passed over, they could faintly descry the 
Adriatic far away to the eastward, appearing like a 
strip of deep blue ribbon stretched along the horizon. 
The girl gazed at it with tearful eyes ; for it reminded 
her of the home to which she could never hope to re- 
turn. 

At night they sought shelter in a monastery, and 
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the Donna Beatrice was greatly benefited by the rest 
she was enabled to obtain. 

The succeeding day was passed among the heights, 
close to the clouds, and on the next they began to de- 
scend into the interior towards Frescia. 

But one day more remained to them, and then they 
must part, perhaps forever. 

They were passing through a strip of woodland, 
fragrant with the odor of wild flowers and grapes. The 
day was beginning to decline, and the afternoon sun 
shot slanting rays through the foliage, as if out of a 
cloud. Over their heads the birds sang joyously in 
their leafy choirs. They were riding in the rear of the 
company, and were alone. 

"Signor," said the girl very softly, "are you quite, 
quite happy ?" 

For she had observed that now they were nearing 
their journey's end, he had become singularly silent 
and absorbed. 

"My lady," answered Barnabas gravely, "it is not 
within the range of human possibility for any man to 
iDe perfectly happy." 

"And yet you have seemed so of late," she said. 

"Ah, while the dream lasts, yes !" 

"The dream, signor?" 

'1 mean, my lady," said Barnabas, "that while I was 



to 
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engaged in the task of your deliverance, my life had a 
high and noble purpose, and while I have been acting 
the part of your protector, every hour has been fraught 
with sweetness." 

And now ?" she asked gently. 
The dream will soon end, and I must go back to 
my old, hard life." 

He sighed deeply and relapsed into his former 
silence. 

After a while she asked him another question. 

"You have told me, signor, that Prince Angelo sent 
you to my aid. Why did he not come for me himself?'' 

"It was an undertaking of great peril, my lady," re- 
plied Barnabas simply, "and Prince Angelo's life is far 
more precious than mine." 

"Not to my thinking," she cried impulsively. Then, 
abashed at this open confession, she added hurriedly: 
"I fear, signor, that Prince Angelo does not value me 
as I thought, or surely he would not have sent another 
in answer to my appeal." 

"He loves you madly, my lady." 

"Then I would that he had shown it more bravely,'* 
she said coldly. 

A moment afterwards she inquired in low, earnest 
tones: 

"Captain Barnabas, if you had been Prince Angdp^ 
would you have sent another in your stead?" 
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"My sweet lady," he answered passionately, "if 
there had been a thousand deaths confronting me, I 
would have come to you." 

And she murmured in tones that thrilled him : 

"Because you are a true, brave man." 

At that moment it seemed to Barnabas that the sun 
shone more brightly and the birds sang more sweetly 
than before. 

His ecstasy was interrupted by Martin, who now 
came galloping towards them, crying: 

"Make haste, captain! Make haste! The Vene- 
tians are awaiting us yonder." 

And he pointed towards the outskirts of the wood. 

"The Venetians?" exclaimed Barnabas in amaze- 
ment. "Explain yourself ! What do you mean ?" 

"The troop who were pursuing us have managed to 
head us off. They are waiting to give us battle in the 
open." 

"Then so be it," said Barnabas. "We will fight 
them." 

While speaking he put spurs to his horse and hur- 
ried forward to take command of his men. On arriving 
at the edge of the wood he assisted the Donna, Beatrice 
to the ground, and conducted her to a hiding place in 
a thicket. 

"Wait here and fear nothing," he said. "I will re- 
turn for you when the battle is over." 
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Then he remounted his horse and rode away. 

Left to herself, the Donna Beatrice became exceed- 
ingly anxious. 

"He has departed to fight for me," she murmured. 
"God grant that no harm befall him 1" 

And, leaving the thicket, she crept nearer to the out- 
skirts of the forest. 

Presently she reached a place from which she could 
obtain an unobstructed view of the battle field. A level 
plain stretched before her, rough and uneven in places, 
but on the whole admirably adapted to the maneuver- 
ings of cavalry. About a hundred yards distant, and 
facing her, were the Venetians, drawn up in battle 
array. The winged lion of St. Mark waved in the 
breeze above them, and the sun glistened on their 
bright steel weapons and armor. They were all well 
mounted and numbered about fifty. As the knight had 
an equal number of men in his company, the two forces 
were in this respect evenly matched. 

While she was gazing on this warlike array, there 
came to her ears the shrill blast of a trumpet from the 
wood, and a moment afterwards Barnabas emerged 
upon the plain at the head of his troopers. For a brief 
moment the two forces halted opposite each other; 
then they advanced slowly towards the center of the 
plain. On a sudden the trumpet sounded another and 
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a shriller blast, which was answered almost immediate- 
ly by a like signal from the Venetian lines. The next 
instant the two forces were galloping furiously 
towards each other as if actuated by a common im- 
pulse. 

The Venetians were armed with long lances; the 
Englishmen with heavy broadswords. This gave the 
former a decided advantage in the first onset. As 
they came crashing together several of the knight's 
followers were unhorsed, while the Venetians, thrust- 
ing at a distance, beyond reach of their opponents' 
weapons, were unharmed. If they could have con- 
tinued this mode of fighting, there could have been no 
doubt as to the issue of the struggle; but Barnabas 
was too experienced a soldier to permit that. The 
initial charge over, he ordered his men to make a melee 
of the battle, and set them the example by fighting on 
all sides of him at once. 

The Donna Beatrice, watching the combat from her 
shelter in the woods, saw him sweep hither and thither 
over the field like a devouring flame. Men fell before 
his flashing sword like grain before the sickle of the 
reaper. He carried terror and destruction with him 
wherever he went. 

Fighting in the same furious manner, his followers 
soon spread confusion among their enemies. For a 
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time the Venetians stood their ground bravely. Cast- 
ing aside their lances, they endeavored to continue the 
contest with their swords; but in the use of this 
weapon they were no match for the veteran English- 
men. Realizing this, they broke, they scattered, they 
fled in terror, leaving nearly half their number lying 
dead or wounded upon the field. 

The Donna Beatrice witnessed their discomfiture, 
and yet was not aware of it; for all her senses were 
riveted upon Barnabas. She saw the battle only as it 
circled round him. 

In endeavoring to make their escape, three of the 
Venetians sought the shelter of the wood. They gal- 
loped madly towards her place of concealment with the 
knight in close pursuit. But, on reaching the protec- 
tion of the trees, they seemed to be inspired with new 
courage. Wheeling quickly about, all three made a 
sudden and furious attack upon Barnabas. The knight 
killed two of them in a twinkling, but the third smote 
him such a blow on the helmet with his sword that he 
reeled in his saddle and fell senseless to the ground. 

With an agonized, heartbroken cry the Donna 
Beatrice ran wildly towards him. 

In a moment she was at his side. 

"My love ! My hero !" she cried. "They have killed 
him ! Alas, they have killed him I" 
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Bending over him, she removed his helmet, lifted 
his head to her lap, and kissed his closed eyes and silent 
lips with passionate fondness, repeating over and over 
again m tones of indescribable anguish : 

*'My love! My hero! My darling!" 

With these words ringing in his ears, Barnabas 
awoke to life and — from his dream. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

CONCERNING HAPPINESS. 

In every great temptation there arrives a period 
when the sufferer abandons the contest as hopeless. 
The will, fatigued and weakened by the struggle, be- 
comes for the time inert, and the thing it has so strenu- 
ously opposed completely overwhelms the soul. It is 
like the breaking down of a dam which suddenly re- 
leases an irresistible torrent. 

Now, so long as he believed the Donna Beatrice de- 
voted to Prince Angelo, Barnabas had fought success- 
fully against the temptation to woo her for himself. 
For the thought that her heart was bestowed upon an- 
other had acted like a barrier to his passion. But now 
that she had unwittingly betrayed her love for him, 
during a moment when she thought him dead, his long 
restrained adoration for her burst all bounds. 

"Do you love me, then, my Beatrice ?" he whispered, 
gazing up at her in an ecstasy. 
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She answered in tones inexpressibly tender : 

"My lord, you know I do." 

And, bending over him, she hid her blushing counte- 
nance on his bosom. 

How came it that their lips met? As w^ll ask how 
it happens that bees sip nectar from the flowers, sun- 
beams caress the waves, or clouds embrace the hills? 
One kiss — ^that was all — and yet it infused new life 
into the wounded knight. 

He arose to his feet, and, helping her from the 
ground, supported her while himself tottering. To- 
gether they sought the shelter of the trees. The wan- 
ing sunlight, penetrating the foliage, rendered his 
noble countenance livid.. But it was glorified by an ex- 
pression of incomparable gentleness, while his eyes 
burned brilliantly with the delirium of joy and love. 

Presently he spoke in a voice that seemed to come 
from some far off place. 

" Tis useless to struggle longer. Love has con- 
quered me, my Beatrice. If you only knew how I 
adore you ! Do you remember that day in the garden 
when we first met? You were gathering roses, and, 
coming suddenly upon you, I was dazzled and bewil- 
dered by your beauty. I knew then that I was con- 
templating my destiny. Strange, was it not, that a 
truant wind should have blown your scarf to my very 
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feet ? But Fate had ordained that you should look at 
me with your radiant eyes, speak to me in your won- 
derful voice, and so complete my happiness. 

**From that moment I loved you. And afterwards I 
sought for you, followed you — what else could I do? 
I believed that your heart was free, and that by dint of 
perserverance I might win it. But I soon learned that 
you were betrothed to my friend. Do not tremble so, 
beloved; for all that is past forever. If you still loved 
Prince Angelo, I would keep silent; but, as you now 
love me, I have the right to speak. God has willed that 
we should adore one amother, and only God shall rend 
our hearts asunder." 

"Oh, Jesu help me!" she said; and sank trembling 
and sobbing upon his breast. 

He pressed her to his heart. 

"Do not weep, my angel!" he whispered sorrow- 
fully. "If my words have hurt you, forgive me. Oh, 
I know not what I am saying. Will you forgive me ?" 

"My lord," she murmured gently, "I have nothing 
to forgive." 

"Then why do you tremble so? Why do you 
weep ?" 

"For joy, dear lord," she answered; and, uplifting 
her lovely face, she smiled at him radiantly through 
her tears. 
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He stooped and kissed her again. 

"My Beatrice, and mine alone !" he cried. 

And, with a look of ineffable contentment, she mur- 
mured : 

"Yes, lord, thine alone forever." 

He led her to a fallen tree and together they sat 
down. Their happiness was too intense for words, so 
they remained silent, gazing into each other's eyes with 
looks of passionate fondness. 

The wind harped musically in the branches above 
them ; the rays of the declining sun, broken by the foli- 
age, danced like living things upon the grass at their 
feet; the surrounding thickets resounded with the 
melodious evensong of innumerable feathered choir- 
isters; but they were oblivious to everything but the 
passion that burned in their hearts. 

At last the girl murmured half audibly : 

"Lord, whither shall we go ?" 

Barnabas awoke from his reverie with a start. 

"Go?" he echoed dreamily. 

"Yes; for there must be some bright land in this 
wide world where we can live together in happiness." 

The knight gazed at her enraptured. 

"And are you willing to share the hardships of my 
lot?" he asked. 

"My lord, I will follow blindly whithersoever you 
lead." 
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"Then let England be our destination!" cried the 
knight. 



Just then Martin came riding into the woods with 
the troopers straggling behind him, exhausted from 
their long pursuit of the Venetians. Having missed 
their captain, they were overjoyed at finding him un- 
harmed. Barnabas commanded them to bury the dead 
and bring in the wounded; after which he set. about 
preparing for their flight. 

While some were resting from the fatigue of the 
recent battle, he directed others to feed and water the 
horses, pack their scant provisions in the saddle-bags 
and look to their harness and accoutrements. Then, 
after they had partaken of a hurried supper, he or- 
dered them into the saddle, and led the way northward 
through the wood. It was already dark when they 
started, and, as the gloom gradually deepened, they 
were obliged to grope their way in what seemed an 
interminable inky cave. But, after the lapse of a few 
hours, the moon appeared above the tree-tops and 
every forest aisle and glade was flooded with mystic 
light. This enabled them to push on at greater speed. 

The knight and the lady rode in advance of the com- 
t)any, conversing in low, impassioned undertones as 
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they passed through the ghostly shadows. They told 
each other ever)i:hing — ^their hopes, their fears, their 
dreams, all their most hidden and myterious thoughts. 
With charming innocence and candor the girl referred 
to the forgotten prince, as if her former love for him 
(were a wrong demanding pardon. 

"My lord," said she regretfully, "when Prince An- 
Igelo was my father's guest, I was but a child. I was 
kept as closely confined as in a convent, and knew 
nothing of the character of men. It was but natural, 
therefore, when I was permitted the companionship of 
an accomplished courtier, that I should respond to his 
ardent wooing. Will you forgive me my folly, lord ?" 

Barnabas imposed conditions. 

"Forgive you?" he exclaimed jealously. "Not un- 
less you swear to love me far more than you did the 
prince." 

She threw her arms around him in utter self-aban- 
donment. 

"I loved Angelo with a child's affection, lord," she 
murmured. "To you I give a woman's love." 

The knight turned and kissed her passionately. 

'What, you love me so?" he whispered. 

1 adore you," she replied. 

The moon had never shone more serenely; the 
trees had never whispered more mysteriously; never 
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had the forest brooks murmured with a softer sound; 
never had nature's voices responded more harmonious- 
ly to the soul; never had Barnabas been more enam- 
ored, or more supremely happy. 

Suddenly a stem voice broke in upon his ecstasy like 
a reproach. 

''Captain, is this the road to Frescia?" 
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CHAPTER XXIX, 

CONCERNING HONOR. 

It was only the voice of Martin; but it struck upon 
his hearing like a blow. 

When conscience sleeps it is not the great that 
awakens it, but the little — a, nursery ballad long since 
forgotten, the song of a bird, the distant tolling of a 
bell, a familiar perfume, or suggestive scene. Per- 
haps, it is for this reason that it is called "the still, 
small voice." 

In the knight's case it was an innocent question that 
recalled him to his sense of duty. 

"Captain, is this the road to Frescia?" 

Barnabas did not reply; for of a sudden his brain 
was in a tumult. He endeavored to collect his ideas, 
but found it impossible to do so; for he was con- 
fronted with a terrible alternative. He could continue 
his flight at the loss of honor, or return to Frescia and 
sacrifice happiness. He could remain in Paradise aad 
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become despicable, or enter hell and become sublime. 

Unable to decide between the two, he ordered a halt 
until morning. 

When he had seen his troopers and the Donna Bea- 
trice comfortably bivouacked in a grove, he wandered 
off alone to battle with his despair; for he felt that 
he was entering the shadows. Presently he came to 
a stone, sat down upon it, placed his elbows on his 
knees, his head between his hands, and began solilo- 
quizing as men do when under the stress of profound 
emotions. 

"Of what was I thinking an hour ago? England 
and happiness. Of what am I thinking now ? Frescia 
and misery. What am I to do — go to England, or re- 
turn to Frescia? It should be an easy task to decide, 
and yet my reason fails before it. Such being the case 
I will leave the decision to God." 

This resolution calmed him; for, having shifted 
the responsibility for his conduct upon Heaven, he 
felt relieved of blame whatever might befall. So he 
resumed his soliloquy with a smile. 

"Yes, God shall decide for me. He shall be the 
Judge and I the counsellor. Let me present the case 
fairly and without prejudice. I undertook a mission 
for a friend. But who prompted him to intrust me 
with it ? Who indeed, if not God ? While engaged in 
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the adventure, I met the most adorable and radiant of 
maidens, and fell in love with her. How did that hap- 
pen? God willed it. But it chanced that to rescue this 
very maiden, and bear her safely to my friend, was 
the object of my mission. Whose fault was that? Cer- 
tainly not mine. Nevertheless, I sacrificed my own 
feelings, and started bravely for Frescia to surrender 
her into the hands of the man who had become my 
rival. 

^But, behold ! a strange thing happened. 

'While I was returning to Prince Angelo, I fell 
wounded on the field of battle, only to learn that my 
love for the maiden was returned. Who prompted her 
to love me ? To deny that it was God would be a sac- 
rilege. It is apparent, therefore, that it is His will 
that Beatrice and I should remain inseparable. I 
might sacrifice myself for honor's sake; but her I 
have no right to sacrifice. She no longer loves the 
prince; therefore it would be monstrous to conduct 
her to him. She has given herself wholly to me, and 
it is my clear duty to escape with her to England." 

Consoled by this insidious reasoning, he arose from 
the stone with the intention of returning to the camp. 
But he had not taken many steps before his former 
irresolution returned, and he was confronted with the 
same crushing dilemma as before. 
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England, or Frescia — which? 

While struggling with this vital problem, he uncon- 
sciously turned back into the forest, and walked on 
mechanically, whither he neither knew nor cared. He 
found relief in the exercise, while at the same time it 
clarified his thoughts. He now saw his duty plainly; 
but was unable to act up to it. He realized that he 
must return to Frescia; but lacked the courage to 
take the step. Oh, the misery he suffered! He felt 
that something was dying within his soul; for he 
knew that he must surrender either happiness, or hon- 
or, and writhed in mental agony at the alternative. 

In this wretched frame of mind he approached the 
entrance to a sequestered dell, and beheld the walls of 
a ruined convent rising above a dense thicket of laurels. 
Scarce knowing what he did he approached and enter- 
ed the chapel. The roof was open to the sky, and the 
moon, shining down from the zenith, illumined the in- 
terior with a soft, hallowing light. 

It could be seen that the body of the chapel was a 
wreck, given over to tendrils, gilly-flowers and dog- 
grass ; but the little sanctuary was still in a fair state 
of preservation. The altar was of richly tinted Fer- 
rara marble, exquisitely wrought, and adorned with 
curiously counterfeited images of the Evangelists. And 
in the midst was Our Blessed Lady with Christ in her 
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arms, gazing down upon the ruin with an expression 
of divine sorrow. 

Barnabas proceeded to the sanctuary, knelt down 
and prayed silently; then, with a cry of unutterable 
despair, prostrated himself before the altar, with his 
arms extended in the form of a cross, and lay like one 
dead. 



Meanwhile the Donna Beatrice was anxiously await- 
ing his return to the camp. For she had observed the 
sudden gloom that had descended upon his spirits 
when Martin had referred to Frescia, and had rightly 
guessed that she was responsible for his melancholy. 

At last his prolonged absence rendered her so un- 
easy that she resolved to go forth into the forest in 
search of him. Overcome with the fatigues of the 
day, the troopers were sleeping soundly, which enabled 
her to depart from the camp unobserved. At first she 
proceeded slowly in the direction the knight had taken ; 
then, frightened by the wavering shadows and the 
low rustling of the wind in the tree-tops, she quick- 
ened her pace almost to a run. 

"Lord! Lord! are you near?" 

Receiving no response to her timid cries she grew 
faint and trembled with apprehension. It seemed to 
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her excited fancy that she could hear light feet patter 
at times over the mossy ground. Again she imagined 
that the wolves arose from their lairs and bayed all 
round the wood. In the extremity of her terror she 
would have returned to the camp, had it not been that 
anxiety for her lover's safety urged her forward. 

"Lord ! Lord ! are you near ?" she repeated. 

This time there came an answering moan from a 
moonlit dell nearby. 

She started and looked round. 

Gleaming vaguely in the misty light she descried 
the walls of an abandoned convent. It was apparent 
that the sound had proceeded from its demolished 
chapel; so, with a wildly beating heart, she hastened 
thither. As she passed through the crumbling portal, 
she heard the moan again, and, glancing toward the 
sanctuary, beheld a man lying prone before the altar. 

She hurried to his side. 

It was he. 



He arose to his feet. 

His face was white as death, and in his eyes was an 
expression of infinite sadness. His whole person 
seemed transfigured, like one just arisen from the 
Rrave. 
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Though ready to faint she did not utter a cry; but 
stood fascinated and trembling, waiting for him to 
speak. At last she heard his voice, scarce louder than 
a whisper, as he murmured : 

"Beloved, an eternity has passed since I left you. 
What a sublime thing is love ! The heart becomes he- 
roic with the might of passion, and can endure tor- 
ments rather than descend to what is base. For love is 
of the essence of God. To contaminate it with dis- 
honor, therefore, would be the greatest of crimes. Far 
better to suffer and preserve it pure than to sully it 
with falsehood and cowardice! To die of love is to 
live through it." 

His voice grew tremulous as he proceeded : 

"For a brief period we have lived together in Para- 
dise. Love has blended our souls in an angelic and 
sacred union, and henceforth they must remain insep- 
arable forever. But, my Beatrice, our true destiny 
lies not here, but in the fulness of eternity. In the 
meantime let us love and suffer, hope and contemplate, 
while remaining faithful to our duty and our honor. 

She comprehended now, and looked up at him with 
wide, tearless eyes. 

"Oh God !" she moaned in anguish, "that we might 
lie side by side in the same peaceful tomb, where at 
least we would not be parted." 



260 THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY. 

He pointed to the sky and whispered : 

"Be patient, be brave, my beloved! If there were 
none who loved and suffered now, there would be no 
eternity of love hereafter." 

"Let us kneel and pray for strength together, lord,'* 
she said. 

When they had finished, when they had poured out 
all the passionate yearnings of their hearts, she arose 
and said resignedly : 

"Lord, did I not promise to follow whithersoever 
you willed?" 

Then, for the last time, he pressed her to his heart, 
and, looking down into her wistful face with an ex- 
pression of unutterable longing, murmured gently : 

"Let us be brave and forget, my beloved !" 

And she whispered : 

"Until God's own time." 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

IN WHICH THE UNEXPECTED HAPPENS. 

It was the last day of their journey. They were 
traversing a forest in the cool of the afternoon. 

Barnabas, with the Donna Beatrice still occupying 
the pillion behind him, was riding in advance of the 
cavalcade. Both had been silent and thoughtful since 
the previous night, fearing to converse lest they should 
betray in words the love that honor forbade them to 
express. But now the knight ventured to speak. 

"My lady, a few rods further will bring us to the 
limit of the woods. When we reach the open I will 
show you Frescia." 

"Is it far distant?" she asked wearily. 

"Only a short mile across the campagna," he an- 
swered. 

"Then, we are indeed nearing the end." 

A short time afterwards they emerged from the 
forest, and came out upon an open plain. 
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"Behold !" said Barnabas, pointing westward. 

The Donna Beatrice looked in the direction indi- 
cated and discerned, about a mile away, a mass of 
buildings rising above a g^eat stone wall. She could 
distinguish the dome of a cathedral and the high roof 
of a monastery, surmounted by a belfry and two gilt 
crosses, and, dominating all, the grim battlements and 
towers of a castle. 

"Is that Frescia ?" she asked faintly. 

"Yes, my lady," answered the knight; then, point- 
ing to the castle, he added, "And yonder is your future 
home." 

After this they rode on in silence for a while. 

But, as they were approaching the city gates, the 
knight spoke again, saying : 

"To be true in love, faithful in friendship, honor- 
able in word and deed — ^are not these the qualities of a 
true knight, my lady?" 

She answered faintly : 

"Yes." 

"And when I am gone from you, and you see me no 
more, will you still believe that I have tried to live up 
to these principles ?" 

Her voice was tremulous as she replied : 

"Signor, I will always think of you as the pattern 
of chivalrous knighthood." 
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When they arrived at the gates of the city, Barna- 
bas presented his credentials, and was allowed to pass 
through with his men. As the cavalcade made its way 
towards the castle, the citizens came out of their houses 
and followed after, gazing curiously at the knight, and 
in gaping admiration at his fair companion. The ru- 
mor of their arrival ran ahead of them, so that people 
flocked from far and near to add their numbers to the 
procession. The triumphal entry of a prince or duke 
could not have attracted a greater throng. 

At last they turned into the narrow ckuseway that 
led up to the frowning keep. Barnabas had sent word 
ahead of their coming, and the drawbridge was down 
over the moat. 

Slowly they ascended the difficult way; for their 
hearts were heavy and sad. 

And now they are at the drawbridge. The time 
has come for them to part. 

"Sweet lady," said Barnabas, "farewell !" 

And she whispered half audibly : 

"Farewell !" 



What means this tumult? Is the castle afire? Are 
enemies approaching to scale the walls? 

On a sudden the courtyard became the scene of the 
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Wildest confusion. Men ran hither and thither excit- 
edly, giving utterance to shouts of rage, despaifi and-;; 
consternation; women appeared at the inner windows, *'. 
wringing their hands and sobbing; the air was filled" 
with lamentable cries. ■ 

In the midst of it all a horseman dashed suddenly 
under the portcullis, galloped madly across the draw- ■ 
bridge, down the steep causeway into the town, and- 
ihere disappeared. 

He passed so close to Barnabas as nearly to over-' 
throw him in his flight. 

The knight entered the courtyard. He approached a 
page and asked: 

"Can you tell me, my lad, what has happened ?" 

The page looked up at him in terror, and, in tones 
of unutterable despair : 

"Prince Angelo has been assassinated !" he cried. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

1 

IN WHICH THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE RUNS SMOOTHLY. 

Shocked and grieved beyond expression at this ter- 
rible announcement, Barnabas bowed his head upon 
his breast and remained motionless and silent. But it 
was only for a brief period. 

The confusion and tumult around him recalled him 
to himself, and, realizing that the occasion demanded 
a calm, resolute will to restore order, he applied him- 
self to the task with the utmost energy. Assuming 
the prerogatives of castellan, he called his men to his 
aid and soon had the inhabitants of the stronghold 
under military rule. He ordered the drawbridge 
raised, stationed sentries upon the battlements, and 
commanded that all Prince Angelo's retainers should 
gather in the courtyard, where they could be under 
the surveillance of his men-at-arms until he had ascer- 
tained who was responsible for his friend's murder. 
For he was determined that the guilty parties should 
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not escape punishment through any negligence on his 
part. 

A brief examination convinced him, however, that 
the crime had been perpetrated by a stranger, and, 
moreover, by the very horseman who had dashed so 
recklessly past him as he was in the act of crossing 
the drawbridge. 

Having dispatched several of his troopers in pur- 
suit of the assassin, he called the page he had already 
(Questioned to his side and asked : 

"When came this stranger into the castle?" 

"He arrived last night," answered the page. 

"From whence?" 

"From Venice, signor. He claimed to be the bearer 
of a message from the Venetian Senate to my dear 
lord, the prince." 

"What, he came from Venice, and yet was trusted ?" 
inquired Barnabas. 

"Alas!" exclaimed the page, beginning to weep 
afresh, "how knew we that he was a bravo?" 

"At least Prince Angelo should have suspected it," 
returned the knight; "for he told me ere I left him 
last that Venice sought his life." 

The eyes of the page dilated wide with horror, as, 
looking up into the knight's countenance, he inquired 
in awe-struck tones : 
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** Can it be possible, signor, that the Venetian sena- 
tors would employ an assassin against my master?" 

"It is evident that they have done so," replied Bar- 
nabas grimly, adding, "Indeed, such base acts are 
authorized in Venice as necessary to the welfare of the 
state." A moment later he asked: "But where lies 
the body of Prince Angelo?" 

"The body, signor?" returned the page. "Why my 
dear lord is not dead as yet. He still lives, although 
his wound his mortal." 

"What, he lives ?" cried Barnabas in surprise. "Why 
did you not tell me that before ? Conduct me to him !" 

In obedience to this command the page led the knight 
across the courtyard to that part of the castle which 
served Prince Angelo as a residence, and entered a 
low, arched doorway that communicated with a Gothic 
corridor beyond. Passing along this gloomy hall they 
arrived presently at a winding stairway and ascended 
to the floor above. There they proceeded along an- 
other corridor to a door, where two armed retainers of 
the house of Frescia stood on guard, and attempted to 
pass through. But the armed men pushed them back. 

"Hold !" cried one. "You cannot enter here." 

"Indeed?" said Barnabas, and, dispensing with all 
ceremony, he thrust the two sentinels to the right and 
left, and opened the door they were guarding. 
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As he passed noiselessly into the apartment beyond, 
he beheld a spectacle that made him pause in wonder. 

On a couch in an alcove lay Prince Angelo, propped 
up by pillows, his countenance serenely calm, the dew 
of death upon his pallid brow. The curtains of the 
canopy had been raised to afford him an unobstructed 
view of a small, portable altar which had been placed 
at the bed's foot. Wax tapers burned upon the altar, 
flanking a large ebony crucifix, and illumining the 
gaunt figure of a Benedictine friar who knelt before 
it, reciting the prayers for the dying. 

But the eyes of the prince were not fixed upon the 
altar, nor was the light that beamed in them that of 
religious ardor. They glowed with the fire of devo- 
tion, it is true, but it was a devotion inspired by an 
earthly, rather than a celestial object. They were fixed 
steadfastly upon the figure of a lovely girl who knelt 
at his bedside, mingling her sweet, low voice with the 
diapason tones of the praying friar. 

It was the Donna Beatrice. 

On learning of the terrible misfortune that had be- 
fallen Prince Angelo, her heart was touched with su- 
preme pity, and, leaving the courtyard, she had hasten- 
ed to his side to perform the duties required of her as 
his betrothed. While Barnabas was restoring order 
in the castle, she had been in constant attendance on 
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the prince, leaving nothing undone that might render 
his end peaceful. 

The knight gazed at her enraptured. His heart was 
profoundly moved at her ministrations to his dying 
friend. 

Presently the prince raised his eyes and saw Barna- 
bas standing motionless within the threshold, absorbed 
in contemplation of the scene. 

A joyous smile lit up his wan features. 

"Come hither, dear friend !" he whispered in a voice 
barely audible. 

Barnabas approached the bed. 

The prince grasped his hand warmly, and, raising 
himself from the pillows, continued in tones that grew 
gradually weaker and weaker as he proceeded : 

"You have proved a true and faithful friend to me. 
You have imperilled your life for my sake. You have 
performed the mission on which I sent you well. You 
have made my last moments happy, and I thank you f '' 

"Nay, your highness," returned Barnabas, with dif- 
ficulty restraining his tears, "I have done nothing to 
merit your gratitude. I did my duty, nothing more." 

"You have saved my Beatrice from an awful fate," 
murmured the prince, "and I thank you — I thank you I" 

While speaking his eyes— o'er which the mist of 
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death was fast gathering — rested fondly upon the 
kneeling girl who was weeping silently at his bedside. 

"Do not grieve for me, sweet Beatrice," he whisper- 
ed. **I hoped to make you happy, but it was not God's 
will. Poor child!" he continued with a profound 
sigh. "What will become of you when I am gone?" 

"My lord," said Barnabas gently, "you can trust me 
to protect her from all harm." 

Again the prince smiled happily. 

"God bless you both !" he said. 

Then, completely exhausted with his exertions, he 
sank back weak and gasping upon the pillows. 

Suddenly he raised himself a second time, and, 
pointing toward the crucifix upon the little altar, cried 
out fervently: 

"Oh, dear Lord Jesus !" 

These were the last words he uttered. 

Realizing that the end was fast approaching, the 
knight fell upon his knees at the side of his beloved, 
and together they followed the holy Benedictine in 
concluding the prayers for the dying. When they came 
to the words "Depart, oh. Christian Soul !" Prince An- 
gclo drew a long, deep breath and surrendered his 
soul into the hands of his Maker. 

Two days later Prince Angelo's remains were borne 
to their last resting place with extraordinary pomp. 
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All Frescia mourned his loss profoundly; for,: like . 
most weak and amiable rulers, he was greatly beloved ; 
by his people. 
On returning from the funeral Barnabas ordered his 
. njien to make ready to depart from Frescia at once. 
,%hen he proceeded to the apartments of his beloved. 
'/.X%'*My lady," he began in subdued tones, "I promised 

* -L^JRty dead friend that I would protect you after he was 
. j^Sjone. Command of me what you will !" 

• ;• '• She regarded him with a look of pain and wonder. -^ 

• •*■■* •.. 

•• •.- : "I do not understand you, lord," she murmured. 
. ' M; ;!'l mean," said Barnabas, "that the time has come 

• . ••V"" • • • 

';.>*.'tar you to leave Frescia; for, now that they have re- 

\. Jtiwetl the prince, the Venetians will soon dispatch an 

■.^itmy^mther to claim his realm as a dependency of their 

reptile. If we tarry here longer, therefore, you will 
• * • • * . ■ 
.. surely fall into their hands. You know what that .. 

*. .* * . !^^T I know," she answered faintly. 

.,»•••■''* ' . ■• 

f .•/ *' . "And so," went on the knight, "I have come to ask 

•* •;.;^'hither you would have me take you?" 
. She turned pale and began to tremble. 
"Have you forgotten^ lord?" she whispered. 
The knight looked into her large, dark eyes, lumin- 
ous with divine light, and comprehended. 

•• Forgotten ?" he cried in an ecstacy. ** Nay, I 
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remember all, dear love !" — ^And, clasping her yielding 
{orm in his arms, he pressed her close to his heart. 

"Ah, you love me still," she murmured with a smile 
of infinite content. 

"How could you doubt it ?" he asked. 

"Because you spoke so coldly, lord, that I feared you 
regretted the past." 

"I worship you!" he exclaimed ardently, adding, 
"And do you love me in the same sweet way?" 

"Lord," she answered tenderly, "I adore you more 
than words can express." 

And, uplifting her beautiful countenance, she held 

4 

up her lips for him to kiss. 

How passionately they loved one another I — ^the more 
because of the sacrifice they had made to duty., They 
had nothing to regret. Their passion was sancti§ed by 
honor and reverence. It was akin to the love of *an- 
gels, strong, enduring and pure. They realized that • 
nothing stood between them now; that they belonged 
to one another by Divine right, and so indulged the • 
promptings of their hearts with utter self abandon- 
ment. 

"Come, my own," said the knight at last, "I hear 
my troopers shouting in the courtyard. They are ready •. 
to escort us on our journey. Whither shall we go?" 



• • 
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"First to a priest, dear lord," she said, "so that we 
may be made one in the sight of God and men/' 

"And then?" 

"Lord," she answered sweetly, "I will follow blind- 
ly whithersoe'er you may lead me." 
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